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The volamQ which Captain Speke has presented to the 
world posaessea more than a geographical interest It is 
a monument of perseverance, courage, and temper dis- 
played under difficulties whicn have perhaps never been 
equaled.— Tt7?t««. 

Unquestionably the most novel and valuable book of 
travel that has been given us these many years. • • ^ 
From the moment of starting Captain Speke's Joum^ 
presents a tale of strange, startling, and unbroken interest 
to its close. It is written without affectation or effort, iA 
a straightforward, lively, vigorous manner, that lias in it 
the clear intelligence and truthfulness of a watchful o1^ 
server and a genuine man. It could not be more eng^ 
ing or effective, and the reader gladly keeps his auth«*a 
fascinating and instructive company till the Journaf is 
ended Nonconformist. 

Captain Speke has not written a noble book so mncli as 
he has done a noble deed. The volume which records his 
vast achievement is but the minor fact— the history of the 
discovery, not the disooverv itself; yet even as a literary 
performance it ia worthy of very h^h praise. It ia wholly 
free from the traces of book manu&cture. * * * It is a great 
story that is thus plainly told ; a story of which nearly all 
the interest lies in the strange facts related, and, more than 
all, in the crovr ning fact that frees us, in a laifM degree, 
from a geographical puzzle which had excited the curios^ 
ity of mankind— 4)f the most illustrious emperors and com- 
munities — ^from very early times. — Athencsum. 

This volume of Captain Speke*s, in which he establishes 
beyond dispute his r^ht to the honor of a discovery which 
had engaged the attention and curiosity of men fhnn the 
earliest ages, is hot only a record of that discovery— it is a 
monument of heroic persistency under drcnmstances the 
most appallii^, and a treasury of new and surprising 
knowledge <^ many kinds. More enchanting than a &iry 
tale, more exciting than a novel, its greatest charm is yet 
that every word of it is true, and its thrUling revelations 
are recounted with a modesty which is, we suppose, as 
diaracteristic of true genius as it is of rc»l bravery— 
Daily News. 

Deeply interesting, not alone for the event which forms 
its principal feature, but for the vast amount of informa- 
tion, lucidly conveyed, which it affords as to the scenes 
through which he Joum^ed and the people with whom 
he was brought into contact. It is a graphic and at the 
same time modest and evidently unezaggerated narrative 
of facts — Morning Post 

This is a tremendous feat— yet not a tithe of its dangers, 
difficulties, and terrors are realized to the mind until after 
a perusal of Captain Speke*s arUess but thrilling narrative. 
'ScottTnan. 



^, This thorough unoonsciousnesa of all dangers or hard- 
Ihips, except as impediments to his progress to the great 
fountain-head, seems to have been his real protection 
through the hundreds of days on every one of which no 
respectable insurance-office would have taken his life at 
any reasonable premium. As the fiercest wild beasts ar6 
said to be appdled by the eye that shows no impression 
either of risk or wrath, so the sanguinary potentates 
among whom our explorer went, demanding nothing but 
a clear path to the head of the Nile, but determined to get 
that, seem to have restrained in their amazement the nat* 
ural impulses of their ferodty.^BlaekwoocCs Magazine. 

To have cleared up the great geographical mystery of 
the soui'oes of the Nile, to have tracked that poetic stream 
up to its long-hidden fountain, through regions wholly 
unknown to the white traveler, regions that have so long 

been the theme of strange romance and legend this ia 

indeed a triumph for modem enterprise, and it is no won*- 
der tliat it has thrown all our geogrs.phers into a fever of 
«zcitement and curiosity. — John Bull. 

It is a noble achievepent that he has to relate, and he 
relates it with manful simplicity^— iSfun. 

The directness, the dearness, tiie indifference to man» 
ner, the very unstylishness of his style, gives his work a 
charm firom banning to end wliich does not allow it, in 
the lengthiest of his descriptions, for a moment to pall ea 
the reader. — Daily Review. 

One of the most interesting books of travel ever com* 
posed. — London Review. 

We may congratnlate Captain Speke not only on having 
solved a great geographical problem by a remarkable ex<^ 
ercise of tact, courage, and perseverence, but also on hav- 
ing written a most hidd and forcible account of it.-*. 
Oiiardian. 

The narrative gives us a thrilling idea of British hardi- 
hood, perseverance, and skill, and thus has an interest be- 
yond that of the geographical question which it solves.—. 
C%amber8*s Journal. 

It was only from his own dlaiy that the picture of pa* 
tient enei^ and manly resolution could hare been so well 
brought out. It abounds with very extraordinary inci- 
dents ; and this graphic narrative affords probably a closer 
insight into savage life than any more artistic production 
could have given. — Quarterly Review. 

lltere is no book-making nor dap-trap points, but a 
plain, straightforward, manly, record-bearing truthful* 
ness on its surface, and so instinct with life and color 
that a series of pen-pictures are presented in which the 
salient features of the people and the countries passed 
through are at once recognizable.— tSf^iTinn^ amiM[erean-' 
tUeQazette. 
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PART I. 



It is a great thing for a lad when he is 
first tamed into the independence of lodg- 
ings. I do not think I ever was so satisfied 
and proud in my life as when, at seventeen, 
I sat down in a little three-cornered room 
above a pastry-cook's shop in the county- 
town of Eltham. My father had left me that 
afternoon, after delivering himself of a few 
plairi precepts, strongly expressed, for my 
guidance in the new course of life on which 
I was entering. ' I was to be a clerk under 
the engineer who had undertaken to make 
the little branch line from Eltham to Hornby. 
My father had got me th^ situation, which 
was in a position rather above his own in 
life ; or perhaps I should say, above the sta- 
.tion into which he was bom and bred ; for 
he was raising himself every year in men's 
consideration and respect. He was a me- 
chanic by trade, but he had some inventive 
genius, and a great deal of perseverance, and 
had devised several valuable improvements 
in railway machinery. He did not do this 
for profit, though, as was reasonable, what 
came in the natural course of things was ac- 
ceptable ; he worked out his ideas because, 
as he said, ** until he could put them into 
shape, they plagued him by night and by 
day." But this is enough about my dear 
&ther; it is a good thing for a country 
where there are many like him. He was a 
sturdy Independent by descent and convic- 
tion ; and this it was, I believe, which made 
him place me in the lodgings at the pastry- 
cook's. The shop was kept by the two sis- 
ters of our minister at home ; and this was 
considered as a sort of safeguard to my mor- 
als, when I was turned loose upon the temp- 
tations of the county-town, with a salary of 
thirty pounds a year. 

My &ther had given up two precious days, 
and put on his Sunday clothes, in order to 



bring me to Eltham, and accompany me first 
to the office, i» introduce me to my new mas- 
ter (who was under some obligations to my 
father for a suggestion), and next to take 
me to call on the Independent minister of 
the little congregation at Eltham. And then 
he left me ; and though sorry to part with 
him, I now began to taste with relish the 
pleasure of being my own master. I un- 
packed the hamper that my mother had pro- 
vided me with, and smelled the pots of pre- 
serve with all the delight of a possessor who 
might break into their contents at any time 
he pleased. I handled and weighed in my 
&ncy the home-cured ham, which seemed to 
promise me interminable feasts ; and, above 
all, there was the fine savor of knowing that 
I might eat of these dainties when I liked, 
at my sole will, not dependent on the pleas- 
ure of any one else, however indulgent. I 
stowed my eatables away in the little oor^ 
ner cupboard — that room was all comers, 
and everything was placed in a comer, the 
fireplace, the window, the cupboard ; I my- 
self seemed to be the only thing in the mid- 
dle, and there was hardly room for me. The 
table was made of a folding leaf under the 
window, and the window looked out upon 
the market-place; so the studies, for the 
prosecution of which my father had brought 
himself to pay extra for a sitting-room for 
me, ran a considerable chance of being di- 
verted firom books to men and women. I 
was to have my meals with the two elderly 
Miss Dawsons in the little parlor behind the 
three-comered shop down-stairs ; my break- 
fasts and dinners at least, for, as my hours 
in an evening were likely to be uncertain, 
my tea or supper was to be an independent 
meal. 

Then, after this pride and satis&ction, 
came a sense of desolation. I had never 
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been j&om home before, and I was an only 
child ; and though my &ther'B spoken maxim 
had been, « Spare the rod, and spoil the 
child," yet, unconsciouflly, his heart had 
yearned after me, and his ways towards me 
were more tender than he knew, or would 
have approved of in himself, could he have 
known. My mother, who never professed 
sternness, was far more severe than my Ei- 
ther ; perhaps my boyish faults annoyed her 
more ; for I remember, now that I have writ- 
ten the above words, how she pleaded for 
me once in my riper years, when I had really 
offended against my &ther's sense of right. 

But I have nothing to do vrith that now. 
It is about Ck)U6in Phillis that 1 am going to 
write, and as yet I am far enough from even 
saying who Ck>usin Phillis was. 

For some months after I was settled in 
Eltham, the new employment in which I was 
engaged — ^the new independence of my life- 
occupied all my thoughts. I was at my desk 
by eight o'clock, home to dinner at one, back 
at the office by two. The afternoon work 
was more uncertain than the morning's ; it 
might be the same, or it might be that I had 
to accompany Mr. Holdsworth, the manag- 
ing engineer, to some point on the line be- 
tween Eltham and Hornby. This I always 
enjoyed, because of the variety, and because 
of the country we traversed (which was very 
wild fmd pretty) , and because I was thrown 
into companionship with Mr. Holdsworth, 
who held the position of hero in my boyish 
mind. He was a young man of ^yo and 
twenty or so, and was in a station above 
mine, both by birth and education ; and he 
had travelled on the Continent, and wore 
mustaches and whiskers of a somewhat for- 
eign fashion. I was proud of being seen 
with him. He was really a fine fellow in a 
good number of ways, and I might have 
fallen into much worseuhands. 

Every Saturday I wrote home, telling of 
my weekly doings — ^my father had insisted 
upon thk ; bat there was so little variety in 
my life that I often found it hard work to 
fill a letter. On Sundays I went twice to 
chapel, i:^> a dark, narrow entry, to hear 
droning hymns, and long prayers, and a still 
longer sermon, preached to a small congre- 
gation, of which I was, by nearly a score of 
years, the youngest member. Occasionally, 
Mr. Peters, the minister, would ask me home 
to tea after the second service. I dreaded 



the honor ; for I usually sat on the edgo of I 
my chair all the evening, and answered sol-l 
emn questions, put in a deep bass voice, mi- 1 
til household prayer-time came, at eig^htl 
o'clock, when Mrs. Peters came in, smooth- f 
ing down her apron, and the maid-of^dl- 
work followed, and first a sermon, and then I 
a chapter was read, and a long imprompta 
prayer followed, till some instinct told Mr. 
Peters that supper-time had come, and ^re I 
rose firom our knees with hunger for our 
predonunant feeling. Over supper the min- 
ister did unbend a little into one or tvro 
ponderous jokes, as if to show me that min- 
isters were men, after all. And then at ten 
o'clock I went home, and enjoyed my long- 
repressed yawns in the three-cornered 70am 
before going to bed. 

Dinah and TTftnnah Dawson, so their names 
were put on the board above the shop-door — 
I always called them Miss Dawson and Miss 
Hannah — considered these visits of mine to 
Mr. Peters as the greatest honor a young 
man could have ; and evidraitly thought that 
if, after such privil^es, I did not work ont 
my salvation, I was a sort of modem Judas 
Iscariot. On the contrary, they shook their 
heads over my intercourse with Mr. Holds- 
worth. He had been so kind to me in many 
ways that, when I cut into my ham, I hoy* 
ered over the thought of asking him to tea 
in my room, more especially as the annnal 
fiur was being held in Eltham market-phtoe, 
and the sight of the booths, the merry-go- 
rounds, the wild-beast shows, and such coun- 
try pomps, was (as I thought at seventeen) 
very attractive. But when I ventured to al- 
lude to my wish in even distant terms. Miss 
Hannah caught me up, and spoke of the sin- 
fulness of such sights, and something about 
wallowing in the mire, and then vaulted into 
France, and spoke evil of the nation, and all 
who had ever set foot therein, tiU, seeing 
that her anger was concentrating itself into 
a point, and that that point was Mr. Hdlds- 
worth, I thought it would be better to finish 
my break&st, and make what haste I could 
out of the sound of her voice. I rather won- 
dered afterwards to hear her and Miss Daw- 
son counting up their weekly profits with 
glee, and saying that a pastry-cook's shop 
in the comer of the market-place, in Eltham 
fair week, was no such bad thing. However, 
I never yentured to ask Mr. Holdsworth to 
my lodging?. 
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There is not much to tell about this first 
year of mine at Eltham. But when I was 
nearly nineteen, and beginning to think of 
whiskers on my own account, I came to know 
Cousin Phillis, whose very existence had 
been unknown to me till then. Mr. Holds- 
worth and I had been out to Heathbridge for 
a day, working hard. Heathbridge was near 
Hornby, for our line of railway was above 
half finished. Of course, a day's outing was 
a great thing to tell about in my weekly let- 
ters ; and I fell to describing the oountry-^-a 
&ult I was not often guilty of. I told my 
father of the bogs, all oyer wild myrtle and 
0oft moss, and shaking ground oyer which 
we had to carry our line; and how Mr. 
Holdsworth and I had gone for our mid-day 
meals — ^for we had to stAy here for two days 
and a night — to a pretty yillage hard by, 
Heathbridge proper; and how I hoped we 
should ofbe#haye to go there, for the shak- 
ing, uncertain ground was puzzling oiy en- 
gineers--one end of the line going up as soon 
as the other was weighted down. (I had no 
thought for the shareholders' interests as 
may be seen ; we had to make a new line on 
firmer ground before the junction railway 
waa completed.) I told all this at great 
length, thankful to fill up my paper. By 
return letter, I heard that a second cousin 
of my mother was married to the Indepen- 
I dent mtnister of Hornby, Ebenezer Holman 
I by name, and liyed at Heathbridge proper ; 
I the yery Heathbridge I had described, or so 
I my mother belieyed, for she had neyer seen 
' her cousin, Phillis Green, who was something 
I of an heiress (my &ther belieyed) , being her 
&ther's only child, and old Thomas Green 
had owned an estate of near upon fifly acres, 
which must haye come to his daughter. My 
mother's feeling of kinship seemed to haye 
l)een strongly stirred by the mention of 
Heathbridge ; for my father said she desired 
me, if eyer I went thither again, to make in- 
quiry for the Reyerend Ebenezer Holman ; 
and if indeed he liyed there, I was ftirther 
to ask if he had not married one Phillis 
Green; and if both these questions were 
answered in the affirmatiye, I was to go and 
introduce myself as the only child of Marga- 
ret Manning, bom I^oneypenny. I was en- 
,raged at myself for haying named Heatii- 
bridge at all, when I found what it was 
drawing down upon me. One Independent 
minister, afl I said to myself, was enough 



for any man ; and here 1 knew (that is to 
say, I had been catechized on sabbath mom* 
ings by) Mr. Hunter, our minister at home ; 
and I had had to be ciyil to old Peters at 
Eltham, and behaye myself for fiye hours 
running wheneyer he asked me to tea at his 
house ; and now, just as I felt the free air 
blowing about me up at Heathbridge, I was 
to ferret out another minister, and I should 
perhaps haye to be catechized by him, or else 
asked to tea at his house. Besides, I did 
not like pushing myself upon strangers, who 
perhaps had neyer heard of my mother's name, 
and such an odd name as it was — Money- 
penny ; and if they had, had l^yer cared 
more for her than she had for them, appar- 
ently, until this unlucky mention of Heath- 
bridge. 

Still, I would not disobey my parents in 
such a trifle, howeyer irksome it might be. 
So the next time our business took me to 
Heathbridge, and we were dining in the lit- 
tle sanded inn-parlor, I took the opportunity 
of Mr. Holdsworth's being out of the room, 
and asked the questions which I was bidden 
to ask of the rosy-cheeked maid. I was 
either unintelligible, or she was stupid ; for 
she said she did not know, but would ask 
master ; and of course the landlord came in to 
understand what it was I wanted to know; 
and I had to bring out all my stammering 
inquiries before Mr. Holdsworth, who would 
neyer haye attended to them, I dare say, if 
I had not blushed and blundered and made 
such a fool of myself. 

«Yes," the landlord said, <<the Hope 
Farm was in Heathbridge proper, and ^ 
owner's same was Hobxian, and he was an 
Independent minister, and, as fiu: as the 
landlord could tell, his wife's Christian name 
was Phillis ; anyhow, her maiden name was 
Green." 

<« Relations of years? " asked Mr. Holds- 
worth. 

" No, sir— only my mother's second-cous- 
ins. Yes, I suppose they are relations. Bat 
I neyer saw them in my life." 

<< The Hope Farm is not a stone's throw 
from here," said the officious landlord, going 
to the window. " If you carry your eye oyer 
yon bed of hollyhocks, oyer the damson-trees 
in the orchard yonder, you may see a stack of 
queer-like stone chimneys. Them is the Hope 
Farm chimneys ; it's an old place, though 
Holman keeps it in good order." 
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Mr. Holdfiworth had rifien from the table 
with more promptitade than I had, and was 
standing by the window, looking. At the 
landlord's last words, he turned round, smil- 
ing — « It is not often that parsons know how 
to keep land in order ; is it ? " 

*' Beg pardon, sir, but I must speak as I 
find ; and Minister Holman — ^we call the 
Church clergyman here * parson,' sir ; he 
would be a bit jealous if he heard a Dissenter 
called parson — ^Minister Holman knows what 
he's about as well as e'er a farmer in the 
neighborhood. He gives up five days a week 
to his own work,'and two to the Lord's ; and 
it is diffidllt to say which he works hardest 
at. He spends Saturday and Sunday awrit- 
ing sermons and avisiting his flock at Horn- 
by ; and ^t five o'clock on Monday morning 
he'll be guiding his plough in the Hope Farm 
yoQ^er just as well as if he could neither read 
nor write. But your dinner will be getting 
cold, gentlemen." 

So we went back to table. Afler a while, 
Mr. Holdsworth broke the silence : " If I 
were you, Manning, I'd look up these rela- 
tions of yours. You can go and see what 
they're like while we're waiting for Dobson's 
estimates, and I'll smoke a cigar in the gar- 
den meanwhile." 

" Thank you , sir. But I don't know them, 
and I don't think I want to know them." 

<< What did yon ask all these questions for, 
then? " said he, looking quickly up at me. 
He had no notion of doing or saying things 
without a purpose. I did not answer, so he 
continued, ** Make up your mind, and go off 
and see what this farmer-minister is like, 
and come back and tell me ; I should like to 
hear." 

I was so in the habit of yielding to his au- 
thority, or influence, that I never thought of 
resisting, but went on my errand, though I 
remember feeling as if 1 would rather have 
had my head cut off. The landlord, who had 
evidently taken an interest in the event of our 
discussion in a way that country landlords 
have, accompanied me to the house-door, and 
gave me repeated directions, as if I was likely 
to miss my way in two hundred yards. But 
I listened to him, for I was glad of the delay, 
to screw up my courage for the effort of fac- 
ing unknown people and introducing myself. 
I went along the lane, I recollect, switching 
at all the taller roadside weeds, till, after a 
turn or two, I found myself close in front of 



the Hope Farm. There was a garden be- 
tween the house and the shady, grassy lane ; 
I afterwards found that this garden was called 
the court ; perhaps because there was a low 
wall round it, with an iron railing on the top 
of the wall, and two great gates between pil- 
lars crowned with stone balls foi: a state en- 
trance to the flagged path leading up to the 
front-door . It was not the habit of the place 
to go in either by these great gates or by the 
front-door ; the gates, indeed, were locked, 
as I found, though the door stood wide open. 
I had to go round by a side-path lightly worn 
on a broad grassy way, which led past the 
court-wall, past a horse-mount, half-covered 
with stone-crop and the little wild yellow 
fumitory, to another door — *» the curate," as 
I found it was termed by the master of the 
house, while the front-door, '' handsome and 
all for show," was termed the ** rector." I 
knocked with my hand upon ttie '^ curate" 
dooi^ a tall girl, about my own age, ad I 
thought, came and opened it, and stood there 
silent, waiting to know my errand. I see her 
now — Cousin Phillis. The westering sun 
shone full upon her, and made a slanting 
stream of light into the room within. She 
was dressed in dark blue cotton of some kind ; 
up to her throat, down to the wrists, with a 
little frill of the same wherever it touched her 
white skin. And such a white skin as it was ! 
I have never seen the like. She had light 
hair, nearer yellow than any other color. 
She looked me steadily in the face with large, 
quiet eyes, wondering, but untroubled by the 
sight of a stranger. I thought it odd that 80 
old, so full-grown as she was, she should wear 
a pinafore over her gown. 

Before I had quite made up my mind what 
to say in reply to her mute inquiry of what I 
wanted there, a woman's voice called out, 
* » Who is it, Phillis ? If it is any one for but- 
ter-milk, send them round to the back-door." 

I thought I could rather speak to the 
owner of that voice than to the girl before 
me ; so I passed her, and stood at the en- 
trance of a room, hat in hand, for this side- 
door opened straight into the hall or house- 
place where 'the family sat when work was 
done. There was a brisk little woman of 
forty or so ironing some huge muslin cravats 
under the light of a long vine-shaded case- 
ment window. She looked at me distrust- 
fully till I began to speak. << My name is 
Paul Manning," said I ; but I saw she. did 
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not know the name. <* My mother's name 
was Moneypennj,'' said I, — <* Margaret Mon- 
eypenny." 

<< And she married one John Manning, of 
Birmingham," said Mrs. Holman, eagerly. 
'* And you'll he her son. Sit down ! I am 
right glad to see you. To think of your be- 
ing Margaret's son ! Why, she was almost a 
child not so long ago. Well, to be sure, it is 
fiye and twenty years ago. And what brings 
you into these parts ? " 

She sat down herself, as if oppressed by her 
curiosity as to aU the fiye and twenty years 
that had passed by since she had seen my 
mother. Her daughter Phillis took up her 
knitting, — a man's long gray worsted stock- 
ing, I remember, — and knitted away without 
looking at her work. I felt that the steady 
gaze of those deep gray eyes was upon me, 
though once, when I stealthily raised mine to 
hers, she was examining something on the 
wall above my head. 

When I had answered all my Cousin Hol- 
man 's questions, she heaved a long breath, 
and said, << To think of Margaret Money- 
penny's boy being in our house ! I wish the 
minister was here. Phillis, in what field is 
thy father to-day?" 

<< In the five-acre ; they are beginning to 
cut the com." 

'< He'll not like being sent for, then, else I 
should have liked you to have seen the min- 
ister. But the five-acre is a good step off. 
Ton shall have a glass of wine and a bit of 
cake before you stir from this house, though. 
You're bound to go, you say, or else the min- 
ister comes in mostly when the men have 
their four o'clock." 

'* I must go— I ought to have been off be- 
fore now." 

<<Here, then, Phillis, take the keys." 
She gave her daughter some whispered direc- 
tions, and Phillis left the room. 

<* She is my cousin ; is she not? " I asked. 
I knew she was, but somehow I wanted to 
talk of her, and did not know how to begin. 

" Yes — Phillis Holman. She is our only 
child — now." 

Either from that <* now," or from a strange 
momentary wistfulness in her eyes, I knew 
that there had been more children, who were 
now dead. 

<<How old is Cousin Phillis?" said I, 
scarcely venturing on the new name, it 
seemed too prettily fitmiliar for me to call 



her by it ; but Cousin Holman took no notice 
of it, answering straight to the purpose. 

<< Seventeen last May-day ; but the minis- 
ter does not like to hear me calling it May- 
day," said she, checking herself with a little 
awe. *' Phillis was seventeen on the first' 
day of May last, ' ' she repeated in an amended 
edition. 

<< And I am nineteen in another month," 
thought £ to myself; I don't know why. 

Then Phillis came in, carrying a tray with 
wine and cake upon it. 

<< We keep a house-servant," said Cousin 
Holman, ** but it is churning day, and she is 
busy." It was meant as a little proud apol- 
ogy for her daughter's being the handmaiden. 

<< I like doing it, mother," said Phillis, in 
her grave, full voice. 

I felt as if I were somebody in the Old Tes- 
tament — ^whom, I could not recollect — being 
served and waifced upon by the daughter of 
the host. Was I like Abraham's steward, 
when Rebekah gave him to drink at the well ? 
I thought Isaac had not gone the pleasantest 
way to work in winning him a wife. But 
Phillis never thought about such thiqgs. She 
was a stately, gracious young woman, in the 
dress and with the simplicity of a child. 

As I had been taught, I drank to the health 
of my new-found cousin and her husband ; 
and then I ventured to name my Cousin PhiL 
lis with a little bow of my head towards her ; 
but I was too awkward to look ,and see how 
she took my compliment . < < I must go now, ' ' 
said I, rising. 

Neither of the women had thought of shar- 
ing in the vrine ; Cousin Holman had broken 
a bit of cake for form's sake. 

<' I wish the minister had been within," 
said his wife, rising too. Secretly I was very 
glad he was not. I did no} take kindly to 
ministers in those days, and I thought he 
must be a particular kind of man, by his ob- 
jecting to the term May-day. But before I 
went. Cousin Holman made me promise that 
I would come back on the Saturday following 
and spend Sunday with them, irhen I should 
see something of ^< the minister." 

** Come on Friday, if you can," were her 
last words as she stood fiit the curate-door, 
shading her eyes firom the sinking sun with 
her hand. 

Inside the house sat Cousin Phillis, her 
golden hair, her dazzling complexion light- 
ing up the comer of the vine-shadowed room. 
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*8he had not risen when I bade her good-by ; 
she had looked at me straight as she said her 
tranquil words of farewell. 

I found Mr. Holdsworth down at the line, 
hard at work superintending. As soon as he 
had a pause, he said, *^ Well, Manning, what 
are the new cousins like ? How do preaching 
and farming seem to get on together ? If the 
minister turns out to be practical as well as 
reverend, I shall begin to respect him." 

But ho hardly attended to my answer, he 
was so much more occupied with directing 
his work-people. Indeed, my answer did not 
come very readily ; abd the most distinct part 
of it was the mention of the invitation that 
had been given me. 

" Oh, of course you can go — and on Fri- 
day, too, if you like ; there is no reason why 
not this week ; and you've done a long spell 
of work this time, old fellow." 

I thought that I did not want to go on 
Friday ; but when the day came, I found that 
I should prefer going to staying away, so I 
availed myself of Mr. Holdsworth's permis- 
sion, and went over to Hope Farm some time 
in the afternoon, a little later than my last 
visit. I found the ** curate " open to admit 
the soft September air, so tempered by the 
v^rmth of the sun, that it vras vrarmer out 
of doors than in, although the wooden log 
lay smouldering in front of a heap of hot 
ashes on the hearth. The vine-leaves over 
the window had a tinge more yellow, their 
edges were here and there scorched and 
browned ; there ytsb no ironing about, and 
Cousin Holman sat just outside the house, 
mending a shirt. Phillis was at her knitting 
indoors : it seemed as if she had been at it 
all the week. The many-speckled fowls were 
pecking about in the farmyard beyond, and 
the milk-cans glittered with brightness, hung 
out to sweeten. The court was so full of 
flowers that they crept out upon the low- 
covered wall and horse-mount, and were even 
to be found self-sovm upon the turf that bor- 
dered the path to the back of the house. I 
fancied that my Sunday coat was scented for 
days afterwards by the bushes of sweetbrier 
and the fraxinella that perfumed the air. 
From time to time Cousin Holman put her 
hand into a covered basket at her feet, and 
threw handfuls of corn down for the pigeons 
that cooed and fluttered in the air around, 
in expectation of this treat. 

I had a thorough welcome as soon as she 



saw me. ** Now this is kind — ^this is right 
down friendly," shaking my hand warmly. 
<' Phillis, your Cousin Attuning is come ! " 

*< Call me Paul, will you ? " said I ; " they 
call me so at home, and Manning in the of- 
fice." 

"Well, Paul, then. Your room is all 
ready for you, P&ul ; for, as I said to the 
minister, < I'll have it ready whether he comes 
o' Friday or not.' And the minister said he 
must go up to the Ashfield whether you were 
to come or not ; but he would come home be- 
times to see if you were here. I'll show 
you to your room, and you can vrash the 
dust off a bit." 

After I came down, I think she did not 
quite know what to do with me, or she might 
think that I was dull, or she might have 
work to do in which I hindered her ; for she 
called Bhiilis, and bade her put on her bon- 
net, and go with me to the Ashfield, and find 
father. So we set off, I in a little flutter of 
a desire to make myself agreeable, but wish- 
ing that my companion were not quite so 
tall; for she was above me in height. While 
I was wondering how to begin our ovnversa- 
tiou, she took up the words. 

** I suppose, Cousin P&ul, you have to be 
very busy at your work all day long in gen- 
eral." 

" Yes, we have to be in the oBce at half- 
past eight ; and we have an hour for dinner, 
and then we go at it again till eight or nine." 

« Then you have not much time for read- 
ing?" 

" No," said I, with a sudden consciousness 
that-I did not make the most of what leisure 
I had. 

« No more have I. Father always gets an 
hour before going afield in the mornings ; but 
mother does not like me to get up so early." 

(( My mother is always wanting me to get 
up earlier when I am at home." 

** What time do you get up? " 

" Oh r — ah ! — sometimes half-past six ; not 
often though ; " for I remembeied only twice 
that I had done so during the past summer. 

She turned her head and looked at me. 

< < Father is up at three ; and so waa mother 
till she was ill. I should like to be up at 
four." 

*« Your father up at three! Why, what 
has he to do at that hour? " 

" What has he not to do ? He has his 
private exercise in his own room ; he alwayd 
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rings the great bell wiiich calk the men to 
miiklDg ; he rouses ap Betty, our maid ; as 
often as not he giyes the horses their feed be- 
fore the man is up — ^for Jem, who takes care 
of the horses, is an old man, and father is 
always loth to disturb him ; he looks » at the 
calves, and the shoulders, heels, traces, chaff, 
and com before the hor^ go afield ; he has 
often to whip-cord the plough-whips ; he sees 
the hogs fed ; he looks into the swill-tubs, 
and writes his orders for what is wanted for 
food for man and beast ; yes, and fcyr fuel 
too. And then, if he has a bit of time to 
spare, he comes in and reads with me — but 
only English ; we keep Latin for the even- 
ings, that we may have time to enjoy it ; and 
then he caUs in the man to breakfast, and 
cuts the boys' bread and cheese ; and sees 
thei^ wooden bottles filled, and sends them off 
to their work ; and by this time it is half-past 
six, and we have our breakfast. There is 
father ! " she exclaimed, pointing out to me a 
man in his shirt-sleeves, taller by the head 
than the other two with whom he was work- 
ing. We only saw him through the leaves 
of the flsh-treee growing in the hedge, and I 
thought I must be confusing the figures, or 
mistaken : that man still looked like a very 
powerful laborer, and had none of the pre- 
cise demureness of appearance which I had 
alvrays imagined vras the characteristic of a 
minister. It was the Reverend Ebenezer 
Holman, however. He gave us a nod as we 
entered the stubble-field, and I think he 
would have come to meet us but that he was 
in the middle of giving some directions to his 
men. I could see that Phfllls vras built more 
after his type than her mother's. He, like 
*hi8 daughter, was largely made, and of a fair, 
ruddy complexion, whereas hers vras brilliant 
and delicate. His hair had been yellow or 
sandy, but now was grizzled. Yet his gray 
hairs betokened no failure in strength. I 
never saw a more powerful man — deep chest, 
lean flanks, well-planted head. By this time 
we were nearly up to him, and he inter- 
rupted himself and stepped forwards, hold- 
ing out his hand to me, but addressing Phillis. 
'^ Well, my lass, tbis is Cousin Manning, 
I suppose. Wait a minute, young man, and 
I'll put on my coat, and give you a decorous 
and formal welcome. But — Ned Hall, there 
ought to be a water>furrow across this land : 
it's a nasty, stiff, clayey, dauby bit of ground, 
and thou and I must ML to, come next Mon- 



day — I beg your pardon. Cousin Manning — 
and there's old Jem's cottage wants a bit of 
thatch ; you can do that job to-morrow while 
I am busy." Then, suddenly changing the 
tone of his deep bass voice to an odd sugges- 
tion of chapels and preachers, ' he add^, 
** Now, I will give out the psalm, * Come all 
harmonious tongues,' to be sung to < Mount 
Ephraim ' tune." 

He lifted his spade in his hand, and began 
to beat time with it ; the two laborers seemed 
to know both words and music, though 1 did 
not ; and so did Phillis : her rich voice fol- 
lowed her father's as be set the tune, and 
the men came in with more uncertainty, but 
still harmoniously. Phillis looked at me 
once or twice with a little surprise at my si- 
lence; but I did not know the words. There 
we &ve stood, bareheaded, excepting Phillis, 
in the tawny stubble-field, from which all the 
shocks of com had not yet been carried— a 
dark wood on one side, where the wood- 
pigeons were cooing; blue distance seen 
through the ash-trees on the other. Some- 
how, I think that if I had known the words, 
and could have sung, my throat would have 
been choked up by the feeling of the unac- 
customed scene. 

The hymn was ended, and the men had 
dravra off before . I could stir. I saw the 
minister beginning to put on his coat, and 
looking at me with friendly inspection in his 
gaze, before I could rouse myself. 

*< I dare say you railway gentlemen don't 
wind up the day with singing a psalm to- 
gether," said he ; " but it is not a bad prac- 
tice — ^not a bad practice. We have had it a 
bit earlier to-day for hospitality's sake — 
that's aU." 

I had nothing particular to say to this, 
though I was thinking a great deal. From 
time to time I stole a look at my companion. 
His coat was black, and ^ yns his waistcoat ; 
neckcloth he had none, his strong full throat 
being bare above the snow-white shirt. He 
wore drab-colored knee-breeches, gray worsted 
stockings (I thought I knew the maker) , and 
strong-nailed shoes. He carried his hat in 
his hand, as if he liked to feel the coming 
breeze lifting his hair. After a while, I saw 
that the father took hold of the daughter's 
hand, and so they, holding each other, went 
along towards home. We had to cross a lane . 
In* it there were two little children, one lying 
j»N)ne on the grass in a passion of crying, the . 
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other standing etook still, with its finger in 
its month, the large tears slowly rolling down 
its cheeks for sympathy. The cause of their 
distress was evident — ^there was a broken 
brown pitcher, and a little pool of spilt milk 
on the roaa. 

-" Hollo ! hoUo ! What's aU this? " said 
the minister. " Why, what have you been 
about, Tommy," lifting the little petticoated 
lad, who was lying sobbing, with one vigor- 
ous arm. Tommy looked at him with sur- 
prise in his round eyes, but no afiright ; they 
were evidently old acquaintances. 

<* Mammy's jug ! " said he, at last, begin- 
ning to cry afresh. 

'* Well! and will crying piece mammy's 
jug, or pick up spilt milk? How did you 
manage it. Tommy ? " 

*'He" (jerking his head at the other) 
" and me was running races." 

" Tommy said he could beat me," put in 
the other. 

" Now, I wonder what will make you two 
silly lads mind, and not run races again with 
a pitcher of milk between you," said the 
minister, as if musing. '< I might flog you, 
and so save mammy the trouble ; for I dare 
say she'll do it if I don't." The fresh burst 
of whimpering from both showed the prob- 
ability of this. " Or I might take you to 
the Hope Farm, and give you some more 
milk ; but then you'd be running races again, 
and my milk would follow that to the ground, 
and make another white pool. I think the 
flogging would be the best ; don't you ? " " 

** We would never run races no more," 
said the elder of the two. 

** Then you'd not be boys ; you'd be an- 
gels." 

*« No, we shouldn't." 

"Why not?" 

They looked into each other's eyes for an 
answer to this puzzling question . At length , 
one said, << Angels is dead folk." 

** Come, we will not get too deep into the- 
ology. What do you think of my lending 
you a tin can with a lid to carry the milk 
home in? That would not break, at any 
rate ; though I would not answer for the 
milk not spilling if you ran races. That's 
it!" 

He had dropped his daughter's hand, and 
now held out each of his to the little fellows. 
Phillis and I followed, and listened to the 
prattle which the minister's companions now 
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poured out to him, and which he was evi-» 
denily enjoying. At a certain ^int, theM 
was a sudden burst of the tawny, ruddy-eveo' 
ing landscape. The minister turned roand 
and quoted a line or two of Latin. 

" It's wonderful," said he, ** how exactly 
Virgil has hit the enduring epithets, nearly 
two thousand years ago, and in Italy ; and 
yet how it describes to a T what is now ly- 
ing before us in the parish of Heathbridge, 
County , England." 

" I dare say it does," said I, all aglow 
wilh shame, for I had forgotten the little 
Latin I ever knew. 

The minister shifted his eyes to Phillis's 
face ; it mutely gave him back the sympa- 
thetic appreciation that I, in my ignorance, 
could not bestow. 

''Oh, this is worse than the catechism ! " 
thought I; <*that was only remembering 
words." 

<< Phillis, lass, thou must go home with 
these lads, and tell their mother all about the 
race and tiie milk . Mammy must always know 
the truth," now speaking to the children. 
<< And tell her, too, from me that I have got 
the best birch rod in the parish ; and that if 
she ever thinks her children want a flogging 
she must bring them to me, and, if I think 
they deserve it, I'll give it them better than 
she can." So Phillis led the children tow- 
ards the dairy, somewhere in the back-yard, 
and I followed the minister in through the 
** curate " into the house-place. 

<< Their mother," said he, << is a bit of a 
vixen, and apt to punish her children withbkt 
rhyme or reason. I try to keep the parish rod 
as well as the parish bull." 

He sat down in the three*comered chair 
by the fireside, and looked around the empty 
room. 

** Where's the missus?" said he to him- 
self. But she was there in a minute ; it was 
her regular plan to give him his welcome 
home — ^by a look, by a touch, nothing more 
— as soon as she could after his return, and 
he had missed her now. Regardless of my 
presence, he went over the day's doings to 
her, and then, getting up, he said he must 
go and make himself *< reverend," and that 
then we would have a cup of tea in the par- 
lor. The parlor was a large room with two 
cased^ented windows on the other side of the ^ 
broad flagged passage leading from the rector- 
door to the wide staircase, with its shallow, 
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polished oaken steps, on which no <oarpet was 
ever laid. The parlor-floor was covered in 
the middle by a home-made carpeting of nee- 
dlework and list. One or two quaint family 
pictures of the Holman family hung round 
the walls ; the fire-grate and irons were much 
ornamented with brass, and on a table 
against the wall between the windows, a 
great beau-pot of flowers was placed upon 
the folio volumes of Matthew Henry's Bible. 
It was a compliment to me to use this room, 
and I tried to be grateful for it ; but we never 
had our meals there after that first day, and 
I was glad of it ; for the large house-place, 
living-room, dining-room, whichever you 
might like to call it, was twice as comforta- 
ble and cheerful. There was a rug in front 
of the great large fireplace, and an oven by 
the grate, and a crook, with the kettle hang- 
ing from it, over the bright wood fire ; every- 
thing that ought to be black and polished in 
that room was black and polished ; and the 
flags and window-curtains and such things 
as were to be white and clean, were just spot- 
less in- >their purity. Opposite to the fire- 
place, extending the whole length of the room, 
was an oaken shovel-board, with the right 
incline for a skilful player to send the weights 
into the prescribed space. There were bas- 
kets of white work about, and a small shelf 
of books hung against the wall, books used 
for readmg, and not for propping up a beau- 
pot of flowers. I took down one or two of 
those books once when I was left alone in the 
house-place on the first evening — ^Virgil, Ca9- 
sar , a Greejugrammar — oh , dear ! ah , me ! and 
Phillis Hoflnan's name in each of them ! I 
shut them up, and put them back in their 
places, and walked as far away from the book- 
shelf as I could. Yes, and I gate my Cousin 
Phillis a wide- berth, although she was sit- 
ting at her work quietly enough, and her hair 
was looking more golden, her dark eyelashes 
'longer, her round pillar of a throat whiter 
than ever. We had done tea, and we had re- 
tamed into the house-place that the minister 
^ might smoke his pipe without fear of con- 
taminating the drab damask window-curtains 
of the parlor. He had made himself " rev- 
erend " by putting on one of the voluminous 
"white muslin neckcloths that I had seen 
Cousin Holman ironing that first visit I had 
paid to the Hope Farm, and by making one 
or two other unimportant changes in his 
dress. He sat looking steadily at me, but 
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whether he saw me or not I cannot tell. At 
the time I fancied that he did, and was 
gauging me in some unknown fashion in his 
secret mind. Every now and then he took 
his pipe out of his mouth, knocked out the 
ashes, and asked me- some fresh question. 
As long as these related to my acquirements 
or my reading, I shuffled uneasily and did 
not know what to answer. By and by be 
got round to the more practical subject of 
railroads, and on this I was more at home. 
I really had taken an interest in my work ; 
nor would Mr. Holdsworth, indeed, have 
kept me in his employment if I bad not given 
my mind as well as my time to it ; and I was, 
brides, full of the difficulties which beset us 
just then, owing to our not being able to find 
a steady bottom on the Heathbridge moss, over 
which we wished to carry our line. In the 
midst of all my eagerness in speaking about 
this, I could not help being struck with the 
extreme pertinence of his questions. I do 
not mean that he did not show ignorance of 
many of the details of engineering ; that was 
to have been expected ; but on the premises 
he had got hold of, he thought clearly and 
reasoned logically. Phillis — so like him as 
she was, both in body and mind — kept stop- 
ping at her work and looking at me, trying 
to fully understand all that I said. I felt she 
did ; and perhaps it made me take more pains 
in using clear expressions, and arranging my 
words, than I otherwise should. 

" She shall see I know something worth ' 
knowing, though it mayn't be her dead-and- 
gone languages/' thought I. 

<< I see," said the minister, at length ; « I 
understand it all. You've a clear, good head 
of your own, my lad,— choose how you came 
by It." 

** From my father," said I, proudly. 
« Have you not heard of his discovery of a 
new method of shunting? It was in the 
Gazette. It was patented. I thought every 
one had heard of Manning's patent winch." 

*' We don't know who invented the alpha- 
bet," said he, half smiling, and taking up 
his pipe. 

** No, I dare say not, sir," replied I, half 
offended ; '< that's so long ago." 

Puff— puff— puff. 

<* But your &ther must be a notable man. 
I heard of him once before ; and it is not 
many a one fifty miles away whose &me 
reaches Heathbridge." 
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«< Mjr &ther is a notable man, sir. It is 
not me that says so; it is Mr. Holdsworth, 
and — ^and everybody." 

'< He is right to stand np for his &ther," 
said Goasin Holman, as if she were pleading 
for me. 

I chafed inwardly, thinking that my &ther 
needed no one to stand op for him. He was 
man sufficient for himself. 

<'Te8, he is right," said the minister, 
placidly, — ** right, becaase it comes from his 
heart — ^right, too, as I believe, in point of 
fact. Else there is many a young cockerel 
that will stand upon a dunghill and crow 
about his father, by way of making his own 
plumage to shine. I should like to know thy 
father," he went on, turning straight to me, 
with a kindly, frank look in his eyes. 

But I was vexed, and would take no notice. 
Presently, having finished his pipe, he got 
np and left the room. Phillis put her work 
hastily down, and went after him. In a 
minute or two she returned, and sat down 
again. Not long after, and before I had 
quite recovered my good temper, he opened 
the door out of which he had passed, and 
called to me to come to him. I went across 
a narrow stone passage into a strange, many- 
cornered room, not ten feet in area, part 
study, part counting-house, looking into the 
farmyard ; with a desk to sit at, a desk to 
stand at, a spittoon, a set of shelves with old 
divinity books upon them ; another, smaller, 
filled with books on fairiery, farming, ma- 
nures, aud such subjects, with pieces- of pa- 
per containing memoranda stuck against the 
whitewashed walls with v^fers, nails, pins, 
anything that came readiest to hand ; a box 
of carpenter's tools on the floor, and some 
manuscripts in short-hand on the desk. 

He turned round, half laughing. '< That 
foolish girl of mine thinks I have vexed you " 
— putting his large, powerful hand on my 
shoulder. " * Nay,' says I ; * kindly meant 
is kindly taken ; ' is it not so? " 

<* It was not quite, sir,*' replied I, van- 
quished by his manner ; '< but it shall be in 
future." 

<< Come, that's right. You and I shall be 
friends. Indeed, it's not many a one I would 
bring in here, ^ut I was reading a book this 
morning, and I could not make it out ; it is 
a book that was left here by mistake one day ; 
I had subscribed to Brother Robinson's ser- 
mons ; and I was glad to see this instead of 
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them, for sermons though they be, they're 

. . well, never mind ! I took 'em both, and 
made my old coat do a bit longer ; but all's 
fish that comes to my net. I have fev^er 
books than leisure to read them, and I have 
a prodigious big appetite. Here it is." 

It was a volume of stiff mechanics, involv- 
ing many technical terms, and some rather 
deep mathematics. These last, which would 
have puzzled me, seemed easy enough to bim ; 
all that he wanted was the explanations of 
the technical words, which I could easily 
give. 

While he vras looking through the book to 
find the places where he had been puzzled, 
my wandering eye caught on some of the pa- 
pers on the wall, and I could not help read- 
ing one, which has stuck by me ever since. 
At first, it seemed a kind of weekly diary ; 
but then I saw that the seven days were por- 
tioned out for Special prayers and interces- 
sions : Monday for his family, Tuesday for 
enemies, Wednesday for the Independent 
churches, Thursday for all other churches, 
Friday for persons afflicted, Saturday for his 
own soul, Sunday for all wanderers and sin- 
ners, that they might be brought home to the 
fold. 

We were called back into the house-place 
to have supper. A door opening into the 
kitchen was opened ; and all stood up in both 
rooms, while the minister, tall, large, one 
hand resting on the spread table, the other 
lifted up, said, in the deep voice that would 
have been loud had it not been so full and 
rich, but with the peculiar acoc||t or twang 
that I believe is considered devout by some 
people, ** Whether we eat or drink, or what- 
soever we do, let us do all to the glory of 
God." 

The supper was an immense meat-pie. We 
of the house-place were helped fest ; then the 
minister hit the hapdle of his buck-horn carv- 
ing-knife on the table once, and said, — 

'» Now or never," which meant, did any of 
us want any more; and when we had all 
declined, either by silence or by words, be 
knocked twice with his knife on tho table, 
and Betty came in through the open door, 
and carried off tho great dish to the kitchen, 
where an old man and a young one, and a 
help-girl, were awaiting their meal. 

**Shut the door, if you will," said the 
minister to Betty. 

" That's in honor of you," said Cooflin 
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Holman, in a tone of satisfaction, as the door 
was shat. <* When we've no stranger with 
UB, the minister is so fond of keeping the door 
open, and talking to the men and maids, jast 
as much as to Pbillis and me." 

** It hringsusall together like a household 
}u8t before we meet as a household in prayer," 
said he, in explanation. <* But to go back 
to what we were talking about— can yon tell 
me of any simple book on dynamics that I 
could put in my pocket, and study a little at 
leisure times in the day? " 

<' Leisure times, father?" said Phillis, 
with a nearer approach to a smile than I had 
yet seen on her fiice. 

** Tee, leisure times, daughter. There is 
many an odd minute lost in waiting for 
other folk ; and now that railroads are com- 
ing so near us, it behooves us to know some- 
thing about them." 

I thought of his own description of his 
«* prodigious big appetite " for learning. And 
he had a good appetite of 'his own for the 
more material victual before him. But I saw, 
or fancied I saw, that he had some rule for 
himself in the matter both of food and drink, 

As soon as supper was done the household 
assembled for prayer. It was a long im- 
promptu evening prayer ; and it would have 
seemed desultory enough had I not had a 
glimpse of the kind of day that preceded it, 
and so been able to find a clue to the thoughts 
that preceded the disjointed utterances ; for 
be kept there, kneeling down in the centre 
of a circle, his eyes shut, his outstretched 
hands pressed palm to palm — sometimes with 
a long pause of silence, as if waiting to see 
if there was anything else he wished to *' lay 
before the Lord " (to use his own expression) 
—before he concluded with the blessing. He 
prayed for the cattle and live creatures, rather 
to my surprise ; for my attention had begun 
to wander, till it was recalled by the familiar 
words. 

Aud here I must not forget to name an 
odd incident at the conclusion of the prayer, 
and before we had risen from our knees (in- 
deed, before Betty was well awake, for she 
made a nightly practice of having a sound 
nap, her weary head lying on her stalwart 
arms); the minister, still kneeling in our 
midst, but with his eyes wide open, and hip 
arms dropped by his side, spoke to the eldei 
man, who turned round on his knees to at- 
tend. « John, didst see that Daisy had her 
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warm mash to-night ; for we matt not neg- 
lect the means, John — ^two quarts of gruel, a 
spoonful of ginger, and a gill of beer ; the 
poor beast needs it, and I fear it slipped out 
of my mind to tell thee; and here was I 
asking a blessing and neglecting the means, 
which is a mockery," said he, dropping his 
voice. 

Before we went to bed he told me he should 
see little or nothing more of me during my 
visit, which was to end on Sunday evening, 
as he always gave up both Saturday and sab- 
bath to his work in the ministry. I remem- 
bered that the landlord at the inn had told 
me tMs on the day when I first inquired about 
these new relations of mine ; and I did not 
dislike the opportunity which I saw would 
be afforded me of becoming more acquainted 
with Cousin Holman and Phillis, though I 
earnestly hoped that the latter would not at- 
tack me on the subject of -the dead languages. 

I went to bed, and dreamed that I was 
as tall as Cousin Phillis, and had a sudden 
and miraculous growth of whisker, and a still 
more miraculous acquaintance with Latin and 
Greek. Alas ! I wakened up still a short, 
beardless lad, with ** tempus fugit " for my 
sole remembrance- of the little Latin I had 
once learned. While I was dressing, a bright 
thought came over me; I could question 
Cousin Phillis instead of her questioning me, 
and so manage to keep the choice of the sub- 
jects of conversation in my own power. 

Early as it was, every one had breakfaated, 
and my basin of bread and milk was put on 
the oven-top to await my coming down. 
Every one was gone about their work. The 
first to come into the house-place was Phillis 
with a basket of eggs. Faithful to my reso- 
lution, I asked, — 

"What are those?" 

She looked at me for a moment and then 
said, gravely, — 

" Potatoes ! " 

" No, they are not," said I; "they are 
eggs. What do you mean by saying they are 
potatoes?" 

" What do you mean by asking me what 
they were, when they were plain to be seen ? " 
retorted she. 

We were both getting a little angry with 
each other. 

" I don't knpw. I wanted to begin to talk 
to you ; and I was afraid you would talk to 
me about books as you did yesterday. I have 



14 

not read much; and you and the minister 
have read so macfa." 

<* I have not," said she. " But you are 
our guest ; and mother says I must make it 
pleasant to you. We wont talk of books. 
What must we talk about ? " 

** I don't know. How old are you ? " 

* * Seventeen last May. How old are you ? ' ' 

<'I am nineteen. Older than .you by 
nearly two years," said I, drawing myself up 
to my full height. 

'< I should not have thought you were 
above sixteen," she replied, as quietly as if 
she were not saying the most provoking thing 
she possibly could. Then came a pause. 

"What are you going to do now?" 
asked I. 

"I should be dusting the bed-chambers; 
but mother said I' had better stay and make 
it pleasant to you," said she, a little plain- 
tively, as if dusting rooms was far the easier 
task. 

** Will you take me to see the live-stock ? 
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I like animals, though I don't know much 
about them." 

"Oh, do you? I am so glad! I wm 
a&aid you would not like animals, as you did 
not like books." 

I wondered why she said this. I think it 
was because she had begun to fancy all oor 
tastes must be dissimilar. We went together 
all through the farmyard ; we fed the poul- 
try, she kneeling down with her pinafore fall 
of corn and meal, and tempting the little 
timid, downy chickens upon it, much to the 
anxiety of the fussy ruffled hen, their mother. 
She called to the pigeons, who fluttered down 
at the sound of her voice. She and 1 exam- 
ined the great sleek cart-horses ; sympathized 
in our dislike of pigs ; fed the calves ; coaxed 
the sick cow, Daisy ; and admired the others 
out at pasture ; and came back tired and hun- 
gry and dirty at dinner-time, having quite for- 
gotten that there were such things as dead 
languages, and consequently capital friends. 
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PART II. 

Cousm HoLMAK gave me the weekly ooanty 
newspaper to read aloud to her, while Bhe 
mended BtocldngB out of a high piled-up 
basket, Phillis helping her motlier. I read 
and read, unregardful of the words I was 
nttering, thinking of all manner of other 
things ; of the bright color of Phillis 's h^, 
as the afternoon son fell on her bending 
head ; of the silenoe of the house, which en- 
abled me to hear the double tick of the old 
clock, which stood half-way up the stairs ; 
of the variety of inarticulate noises which 
Cousin Holman made while I read, to show 
her sympathy, wonder, or horror at the 
newspaper intelligence. The tranquil mo- 
notony of that hour made me feel as if I had 
lived forever, and should live forever, droning 
oat paragraphs in that warm, sunny room, 
with my two quiet hearers, and the curled- 
up pussy-cat sleeping on the hearth-rug, and 
the clock ou the house-«tairs perpetually 
clicking out the passage of the moments. 
By and by Betty, the servant, came to the 
door into the kitchen, and made a sign to 
Phillis, who put her half-mended stocking 
down, and went away to the kitchen with- 
out a word. Looking at Ck>usin Holman a 
minute or two afterwards, I saw that she 
had dropped her chin upon her breast, and 
had fallen fast asleep. I put the newspaper 
i down, and was nearly following her example, 
I when a waft of air from some unseen source, 
I slightly opened the door of communication 
i with the kitchen, that Phillis must have left 
i mi&stened ; and I saw part of her figure as 
I she sat by the dresser, peeling apples with 
I quick dexterity of finger, but with repeated 
turnings of heir head towards sdme book ly- 
I ing on the dresser by her. I softly rose, 
j and as softly went into the kitchen, and 
I looked over her shoulder ; before she was 
I aware of my neighborhood, I had seen that 
! the book was in a language unknown to me, 
I and therunning title was *<L'Infemo." Just 
! as I was making out the relationship of this 
j word to " infernal,'* she started and turned 
i round, and, as if continuing her thought as 
I she spoke, she sighed out, — 

" Oh, it is so difiioult ! Can you help me? " 
putting her finger below a line. 

"Mel I! Not I! I don't even know 
what language it is in ! " 

« Don't you see it is Dante? " she replied, 
ahnost petulantly ; she did so want help. 
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"Italian, then?" said I, dubiously; for 
I was not quite sure. 

*< Yes. And I do so want to make it out ! 
Father can help me a little, for he knows 
Latin ; but then he has so little time." 

*< You have not much, I should think, if 
you have often to try and do two things at 
once, as you are doing now." 

<< Oh ! that's nothing ! Father bought a 
heap of old books cheap. And I knew somer 
thing about Dante before; and I have al- 
ways liked Virgil so much ! Paring apples 
is nothing, if I could only make out this old 
Italian. I wish you knew it." 

" I wish I did," said I, moved by her im- 
petuosity of tone. "If, now, only Mr. 
Holdsworth were here ; he can speak Ital- 
ian like anything, I believe." 

" Who is Mr. Holdsworth? " said Phillis, 
looking up. 

"Oh, he's our head engineer. He's a 
regular firstrate fellow! He can' do any- 
thing," my hero-worship and my pride in 
my chief all coming into play. Besides, if 
I was not clever and book-learned myself, it 
was something to belong to some one who 
was. 

" How is it that he speaks Italian? " asked 
PhilUs. 

" He had to make a railway through Pied- 
mont, which is in Italy, I believe ; and he 
had to talk to all the workmen in Italian ; 
and I have heard him say that for nearly 
two years he had only Italian books to read 
in the queer, outlandish places he was in." 

"Oh, dear!" said Phillis; "I wish—" 
and then she stopped. I was not quite sure 
whether to say the next thing that came into 
my mind : but I said it. 

"Could I ask him anything about your 
book, or your difficulties? '.' She was silent 
for a minute or two, and then she made 
reply,— 

" No ! I think not. Thank you very much , 
though. I can generally puzzle a thing out 
in time. And then, perhaps, I remember it 
better than if some one had helped me. I'll 
put it away now, and you must move ofi*, 
for I've got to make the paste for 'the pies ; 
we always have a cold dinner on sabbaths." 

" But I may stay and help you, mayn't I? ' ' 

" Oh, yes ; not that you can help at all, 
but I like to have you with me." 

I was both flattered and annoyed at this 
straightforward avowal. I was pleased that 
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she liked me; but I was young coxcomb 
enough to have wished to play the lover, and 
I was quite wise enough to perceiye that if 
she had any idea of the kind in her head she 
would never have spoken out so frankly. I 
comforted myself immediately, however, by 
finding out that the grapes were sour. A 
great tall girl ib a pinafore, half a head taUer 
than I was, reading books that I had never 
heard of, and talking about them, too, as of 
far more interest than any mere personal 
subjects : that was the last day on which I 
ever thought of my dear Cousin Phillis as 
the possible mistress of my heart and life. 
But we were all the greater friends for 'this 
idea being utterly put away and buried out 
of sight. 

Late in the evening the minister came 
home from Hornby. He had been calling 
on the different members of his flock; and 
unsatisfactory work it had proved to him, it 
seemed from the fragments that dropped out 
of his thoughts into his talk. 

''I don't see the men; they are aU at 
their business, their shops, or their ware* 
houses : they ought to be there. I have no 
&ult to find with them ; only if a pastor's 
teaching or words of admonition are good for 
anything, they are needed by the men as 
much as by the women." 

<i Cannot you go and see them in their 
places of business, and remind them of their 
Christian privileges and duties, minister?" 
asked Cousin Holman, who evidently thought 
that her husband's words could never be out 
of place. 

" No ! " said he, shaking his head. *< I 
judge them by myself. If there are clouds 
in the sky, and I am getting in the hay just 
ready for loading, and rain sure to come in 
the night, I should look ill upon Brother 
Robinson if he came into the field to speak 
about serious things." 

*< But, at any rate, father, you do good to 
the women, and perhaps they repeat what 
you have said to them to their husbands and 
children?" 

" It is to be hoped they do, for I cannot 
reach the men directly ; but the women are 
apt to tarry before coming to me, to put on 
ribbons and gauds, as if they could hear the 
message I bear to them best in their smart 
clothes. Mrs. Dobson to-day — Phillis, I 
am thankful thou dost not care for the vani- 
ties of dress! " 
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Phillis reddened a little as she said, in ft 
low, humble voice, — 

<< But I do, &ther, I'm afraid. I often 
wish I could wear pretty-colored ribbons 
round my throat like the squire's daugh- 
ters." 

'<It's but natural, minister!" said his 
wife, ** I'm not above liking a silk goira 
better than a cotton one, myself! " 

'* The love of dress is a temptation and a 
snare," said he, gravely. " The true adorn- 
ment is a meek and quiet spirit. And, 
wife," said he, as a sudden thought crossed 
his mind, ** in that matter I, too, haye 
sinned. I wanted to ask you, could we not 
sleep in the gray room instead of our own?" 

" Sleep in the gray room?— change our 
room at this time o' day? " Cousin Holman 
asked, in dismay. 

" Yes," said he. " It would save me 
from a daily temptation to anger. Look at 
my chin! " he continued. " I cut it this 
morning — ^I cut it on Wednesday when I was 
shaving ; I do not know how many tinaes I 
have cut it of late, and all from impatience 
at seeing Timothy Cooper at his work in the 
yard." 

" He's a downright lazy tyke ! " said 
Cousin Holman. "He's not worth his 
wage. There's but little he can do, and 
what he can do, he does badly." 

" True," said the minister. " But he is 
but, so to speak, a half-wit ; and yet he has 
got a wife and children." 

" More shame for him ! " 

" But that is past change. And if I tarn 
him off, no one else will take him on. Yet 
1 cannot help watching him of a morning as 
he goes sauntering about his work in the 
yard ; and I watch, and I watch, till the dd 
Adam rises strong within me at his lazy 
ways, and some day, I am afraid, I shall go j 
down and send him about his business,— let | 
alone the way in which he makes me cut | 
myself while I'm shaving — and then his wife | 
and children will starve. I wish we could | 
move to the gray room." | 

I do not remember much more of my first | 
visit to the Hope Farm. We went to chapel | 
in Heathbridge, slowly and decorously walk- j 
ing along the lanes, ruddy and tawny with 
the coloring of the coming autumn. The I 
minister walked a little before us, his hands I 
behind his back, his head bent down, think- 
ing about the discourse to be delivered to his 
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people, CousiD Holmansaid ; and we spoke 
low and quietly, in order not to interrupt his 
thoughts. But I could not help noticing the 
respectful greetings which ho received from 
both rich and poor as we went along, — greet- 
ings which he acknowledged with a kindly 
wave of his hand, but with no words of reply. 
As we drew near the town, I could see some 
of the young fellows we met cast admiring 
looks on Phillis ; and that made me look too. 
She bad on a white gown, and a short black 
silk cloak, according to the fashion of the day. 
A straw bonnet with brown ribbon strings ; 
that was all. But what her dress wanted in 
color, her sweet bonny face had. The walk 
made her cheeks bloom like the rose ; the 
very whites of her eyes had a blue tinge in 
them, and her dark eyelashes brought out the 
depth of the blue eyes themselves. Iler yel- 
low hair was put away as straight as its nat- 
ural curliness would allow. If she did not 
perceive the admiration she excited, I am sure 
Cousin Holman did ; for she looked as fierce 
and as proud as ever her quiet face could 
look, guarding her treasure, and yet glad to 
perceive that others could see that it was a 
treasure. That aflcmoon I had to return to 
Eltham to be ready for the next day's work. 
I found out afterwards that the minister and 
his family were all ** exercised in spirit," as 
to whether they did well in asking me to re- 
peat my visits at the Hope Farm, seeing that 
of necessity I must return to Eltham on the 
eabbath-day. However, they did go on ask- 
ing me, and I went on visiting them, when- 
ever my other engagements permitted me, 
Mr. Holdsworth being in this case, as in all, 
a kind and indulgent friend. Nor did my 
new acquaintances oust him from my strong 
regard and admiration. I had room in my 
heart for all, I am happy to say, and as far as 
I can remember I kept praising each to the 
other in a manner which, if I had been an older 
man, living more amongst people of the world, 
I should have thought unwise, as well as a 
little ridiculous. It was unwise, certainly, 
as it was almost sure to cause disappointment 
if ever they did become acquainted ; and per- 
haps it was ridiculous, though I do not think 
we any of us thought it so at the time. The 
minister psed to listen to my accdunts of Mr. 
Holdsworth 's many accomplishments and va- 
rious adventures in travel with the truest in- 
terest, and most kindly good faith ; and Mr. 
Holdsworth, in return, Hked to hear about my 
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visits to the farm, and description of my 
cousin's life there — liked it, I mean, as much 
as he liked anything that was merely narra- 
tive, without leading to action. 

So I went to the farm certainly, on an aver- 
age, once a month during that autumn ; the 
course of life there was so peaceful and quiet, 
that I can only remember one small event, 
and that was one that I think I took more 
notice of than any one else : Phillis left off 
wearing the pinafores that had always been 
so obnoxious to me ; I do not know why they 
were banished, but on one of my visits I found 
them replaced by pretty linen aprons in the 
morning, and a black silk one in the after- 
noon. And the blue cotton gown became a 
brown stuff one as winter drew on ; this 
sounds like some book I once read, in which 
a migration from the blue bed to the brown 
was spoken of as a great family event. 

Towards Christmas my dear father came to 
See me, and to consult Mr. Holdsworth about 
the improvement which has since been known 
as ** Manning's driving wheel." Mr. Holds- 
worth, as I think I have before said, had a 
very great regard for my father, who had been 
employed in the same great machine-shop ^in 
which Mr. Holdsworth had served his appren- 
ticeship ; and he and my father had many 
mutual jokes about one of these gentlemen- 
apprentices who used to set about his smith's 
work in white wash-leather gloves, for fear 
of spoiling his hands. Mr. Holdsworth often 
spoke to me about my father as having the 
same kind of genius for mechanical invention 
as that of George Stevenson, and jny father 
had come over now to consult him about sev- 
eral improvements, as well as an offer of part- 
nership. It was a great pleasure to mo to 
see the mutual regard of these two men . Mr. 
Holdsworth, young, handsome, keen, well- 
dressed, an object of admiration to all the 
youth of Eltham ; my father, in his decent 
but un&shionable Sunday clothes, his plain, 
sensible face full of hard lines, the marks of 
toil and thought, — his hands, blackened be- 
yond the power of soap and water by years 
of labor in the foundry ; speaking a strong 
Northern dialect, while Mr. Holdsworth had 
a long soft drawl in his voice, as many of the 
Southerners have, and was reckoned in El- 
tham to give himself airs. 

Although most of my father's leisure time 
was occupied with conversations about the 
business I have mentioned, he felt that he 
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•ought not to leave Mtham without going to 
paj his respects to the relations who had heen 
80 kind to bis son. So he and I ran up on an 
engine along the incompleto line as far as 
Heatbhridge, and went, by invitation, to 
spend a day at the farm. 

It was odd and yet pleasant to me to per- 
ceive how these two men, each having led, up 
to this point, such totally dissimilar lives, 
seemed to come together by instinct, after one 
quiet, straight look into each other's fieuxs. 
My father was a thin, wiry man of five foot 
seve^i ; the minister was a broad-shouldered, 
fresh-colored man of six foot one ; they were 
neither of them great talkers in general, — 
perhaps the minister the most so, — but they 
spoke much to each other. My father went 
into the fields with the minister ; I think I 
see him now, with his hands behind his back, 
listening intently to all explanations of til- 
lage, and the different processes of farming ; 
occasionally taking up an implement, as if 
unconsciously, and examining it with a crit- 
ical eye, and now and then asking a question, 
which I could see was considered as pertinent 
by his companion. Then we returned to look 
at the cattle, housed and bedded in expecta- 
tion of the snow-storm hanging black on the 
western horizon, and my father learned the 
points of a cow with as much attention as if 
he meant to turn farmer. He had his little 
book that he used for mechanical memoranda 
and measurements in his pockets, and he took 
it out to write down ** straight back, " ** small 
muzzle , " * ' deep barrel , ' ' and I know not what 
else, under the head " cow." He was very 
critical on a turnip-cutting machine, the 
clumsiness of which first incited him to talk ; 
end when we went into the house he sat 
thinking and quiet for a bit, while Phiilis and 
her mother made the last preparations for tea, 
with a little unheeded apology from Cousin 
Holman, because we were not sitting in the 
best parlor, which she thought might be chilly 
on so cold a night. I viranted nothing better 
than the blazing, crackling fire that sent a 
glow over all the house-place, and warmed 
the snowy flags under our feet till they 
seemed to have more heat than the crimson 
rug right in front of the fire. After tea, as 
Phiilis and I were talking together very hap- 
pily, I heard an irrepressible exclamation 
from Cousin Holman, — 

" Whatever is the man about ! " 

And on looking round, I saw my father 
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taking a straight burning stick out of the 
fire, and, after waiting for a minute, and ex- 
amining the charred end to see if it was fitted 
for his purpose, he went to the hard-wood 
dresser, scoured to the last pitch of white- 
ness and cleanliness, and began drawing with 
the stick, the best substitute for chalk or 
charcoal within his reach; for his pocket- 
book pencil was not strong or bold enough 
for his purpose. When he had done, he be- 
gan to explain his new model of a turnip- 
cutting machine to the minister, who had 
been watching him in silence all the time. 
Cousin Holman had, in the mean time, taken 
a duster out of a drawer, and, under pretence 
of being as much interested as her husband 
in the drawing, was secretly trying on an 
outside mark how easily it would come off, 
and whether it would leave her dresser as 
white as before. Then Phiilis was sent for 
the book on dynamics, about which I had 
been consulted during my first visit, and my 
father had to explain many difficulties, which 
he did in language as clear as his mind, 
making drawings with his stick wherever 
they were needed as illustrations, the min- 
ister sitting with his massive head resting on 
his hands, his elbows on the table, almost 
unconscious of Phiilis, leaning over and lis- 
tening greedily, with her hand on his shoul- 
der, sucking in information like her father's 
own daughter. I was rather sorry for Cousin 
Holman ; I had been so once or twice before ; 
for, do what she would, she was completely un- 
able even to understand the pleasure her hus- 
band and daughter took in intellectual pur- 
suits, much less to care in the least herself 
for the pursuits themselves, and was thus un- 
avoidably thrown out of some of their inter- 
ests. I had once or twice thought she vras a 
little jealous of her own child, as a fitter com- 
panion for her husband than she was herself; 
and I fancied the minister himself was aware 
of this feeling ; for I bad noticed an occasional 
sudden change of subject, and a tenderness 
of appeal in his voice as he spoke to her, 
which always made her look contented and 
peaceful again. I do not think that Phiilis 
ever perceived these little shadows ; in the 
first place, she had such complete reverence 
for her parents that she listened to-' them 
both as if they had been St. Peter and St. 
Paul ; and besides, she was always too much 
engrossed with any matter in hand to think 
about other people's manners and looks. 
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This night I could see, though she did not, 
how much she was winning on my father. 
She asked a few questions which showed that 
she had followed his explanations up to that 
point; possibly, too, her unusual beauty 
might have something to do with his fiiyora- 
ble impression of her ; but he made no scru- 
ple of expressing his admiration of her to her 
father and mother in her absence from the 
room ; and from that evening I date a proj- 
ect of his which came out to me a day or two 
afterwards, as we sat in my little three-cor- 
nered room in Mtham. 

" Paul," he began, *' I never thought to 
be a rich man ; but I think it's coming upon 
me. Some folk are making a deal of my new 
machine " (calling it by its technical name), 
" and Ellison, of the Borough Green Works, 
has gone so far as to ask me to be his part- 
ner." 
• " Mr. Ellison, the Justice ! who lives in 
King Street 7 Why, he drives his carriage ! ' ' 
said I, doubting, yet exultant. 

" Ay, lad, John Ellison. But that's no 
sign that I shall drive my carriage, though 
I should like to save thy mother vralking ; for 
she's not so young as she was. But that's a 
long way off, anyhow. I reckon I should 
start with a third profit. It might be seven 
hundred, or it might be more. I should like 
to have the power to work out some fancies o' 
mine. I care for that much more than for 
th' brass. And Ellison has no lads ; and by 
nature the business would come to thee in 
course o' time. Ellison's lasses are but bits 
o' things, and are not like to come by hus- 
bands just yet ; and when they do, maybe 
they'll not be in the mechanical line. It 
will be an opening for thee, lad, if thou art 
steady. Thou'rt not great shakes, I know, 
in th' inventing line ; but many a one gets 
on better without having fancies for some- 
thing he does not see and never has seen. 
I'm right down glad to see that mother's 
cousins are such uncommon folk for sense and 
goodness. I have taken the minister to my 
heart like a brother ; and she is a womanly, 
quiet sort of a1x>dy . And I'll tell you frank, 
Paul, it will be a happy day for me if ever 
you can come and tell me that PhilHs Hoi- 
man is like to be my daughter. I think, if 
that lass had not a penny, she would be the 
making of a man ; and she'll have yon house 
and lands', and you may be her match yet in 
fortune, if all goes well." 



I veas growing as red as fire ; I did not know 
what to say, and yet I wanted to say some- 
thing ; but the idea of having a wife of my 
own at some future day, though it had often 
floated about in my own head, sounded so 
strange when it was thus first spoken about 
by my father. He saw my confusion, and 
half smiling said, — 

<' Well, lad, what dost say to' the old 
fother's plans? Thou art but young, to be 
sure ; but when I was thy age, I would ha' 
given my right hand if I might ha' thought 
of the chance of weddbg the lass I cared 
for—" 

« My mother? " asked I, a little struck by 
the change of his tone of voice. 

" No ! not thy mother. Thy mother is a 
very good woman — none better. No ! the 
lass I cared for at nineteen ne'er knew how 
I loved her, and a year or two after and she 
was dead, and ne'er knew. I think she 
would ha' been glad to ha' knovni it, poor 
Molly ; but I had to leave the place where 
we lived for to try to earn my bread — and I 
meant to come back — but before ever I did, 
she vms dead and gone: I ha' never gone 
there since. But if you fancy PhUlis Hol- 
man, and can get her to fancy you, my lad, 
it shall go different with* you, Paul, to what 
it did with your father." 

I took counsel with myself very rapidly, 
and I came to a clear conclusion. 

" Father," said I, " if I fancied Phillis 
ever so much, she would never fancy me. I 
like her as much as I could like a sister ; and 
she likes me as if I were her brother — her 
younger brother." 

I could see my father's countenance fall a 
little. 

" You see she's so clever, she's more like 
a man than a woman ; she knows Latin and 
Greek." 

" She'd forget 'em, if she'd a houseful of 
children," was my father's comment on this. 

<' But she knows many a thing besides, 
and is wise as well as learned ; she has been 
so much with her father. She would never 
think much of me, and I should like my 
vnfe to think a deal of her husband." 

" It is not just book-learning or the want 
of it as makes a wife think much or little of 
her husband," replied my father, evidently 
unwilHng to give up a project which had 
taken deep root in his mind. '< It's a some- 
thing — I don't rightly know how to call it — 
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if he's manly, and sensible, and straightfor- 
ward ; and I reckon you're that, my boy." 

<< I don't think I should like to have a 
wife taller than I am, father," said I, smil- 
ing ; he smiled too, but not heartily. 

** Well," said he, after a pause. " It's 
but a few days I've been thinking of it, but 
I'd got as fond of my notion as if it had been 
a new engine as I'd been planning out. 
Here's our Paul, thinks I to myself, a good, 
sensible breed o' lad, as has never vexed or 
troubled his mother or me ; with a good 
business opening out before him, age nine- 
teen, not so bad-looking, though perhaps not 
to call handsome ; and here's his CQUsin, not 
too near a cousin, but just nice, as one may 
say ; aged seventeen, good and true, and well 
brought up to work with her hands as well 
a^ her head ; a scholar, — but that can't be 
helped, and is more her misfortune than her 
fault, seeing she is the only child of a scholar 
— and as I said afore, once she's a wife and a 
mother she'll forget it all, I'll be bound, — 
with a good fortune in land and house when 
it shall please the Lord to take her parents 
to himself; with eyes like poor Molly's for 
beauty, a color that comes and goes on a 
milk-white skin, and as pretty a mouth — " 

** Why, Mr. Maniting, what fair lady are 
you describing?" asked Mr. Holdsworth, 
who had come quickly and suddenly upon 
our tite-d'tite, and had caught my father's 
last words as he entered the room. 

Both my father and I felt rather abashed ; 
it was such an odd subject for us to be talk- 
ing about ; but my father, like a straight? 
forward, simple man'as he was, spoke out the 
truth. 

** I've been telling Paul of Ellison's offer, 
and saying how good an opening it made for 
him—" 

«*I wish I'd as good," said Mr. Holds- 
worth. << But has the business a < pretty 
mouth'?" 

" You're always so full of your joking, Mr. 
Holdsworth , ' ' said my father. * * 1 was going 
to say that if he and his cousin, Phillis Hoi- 
man, liked to make it up between them, I 
would put DO spoke in the wheel." 

** Phillis Holman ! " said Mr. Holdsworth. 
'' Is she the daughter of the minister-farmer 
out at .Heathbridge ? Have I been helping 
on the course of true love by letting you go 
there so often? I knew nothing of it." 

" There is nothing to know," said I, more 



annoyed than I chose £b show. '< There is 
no more true love in the case than may be 
between the first brother and sister you may 
choose to meet. I have been telling father 
she would never think of me ; she's a great 
deal taller and cleverer ; and I'd rather be 
taller and more learned than my wife when I 
have one." 

*< And it is she, then, that has the pretty 
mouth your father spoke about? I should 
think that would be an antidote to the clever- 
ness and learning. But I ought to apologize 
for breaking in upon your last night ; I came 
upon business to your father." 

And then he and my father began to talk 
about many things that had no interest for 
me just then, and I began to go over again 
my conversation with my father. The more 
I thought about it the more I felt that I had 
spoken truly about my feelings towards Phil- 
lis Holman. I loved her dearly as a sister, 
but I could never fancy her as my wife. 
Still less ceuld I think of her ever — yes, con- 
descending , that is the word — condescending 
to marry me. I was roused from a reverie 
on what I should like my possible wife to be, 
by hearing my father's warm praise of the 
minister, as a most unusual character ; how 
they had got back from the diameter of driv- 
ing-wheels to the subject of the Holmans I 
could never tell ; but I saw that my father's 
weighty praises were exciting some curiosity 
in Mr. Holdsworth's mind ; indeed, he said, 
almost in a voice of reproach, — 

" Why, Paul, you never told me what 
kind of a fellow this minister-cousin of yours 
was!" 

<< I don't know that I found out, sir," said 
I ; " but if I had, I don't think you'd have 
listened to me as you have done to my Ei- 
ther." 

" No ! most likely not, old fellow," replied 
Mr. Holdsworth, laughing. And again and 
afresh I saw what a handsome, pleasant, clear 
face his was ; and though this evening I had 
been a bit put out with him,— »through his 
sudden coming, and his having heard my fii- 
ther's open-hearted confidence, — my hero re- 
sumed all his empire over me by bis bright, 
merry laugh. 

And if he had not resumed his old place 
that night, he would have done so the next 
day, when, 8.fter my father's departure, Mr. 
Holdsworth spoke about him with such just- 
respect for his character, such ungrudging ad- 
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miration of his great meobanical genius, that 
I was compelled to say, almost unawares, — 

* < Thank you , sir . I am very much obliged 
to you.'* 

"Oh, you're not at all. I am only speak- 
ing the truth. Here's a Birmingham work- 
man, self-educated, one may say — having 
never associated with stimulating minds, or 
had what advantages travel and contact with 
the world may be supposed to afford — work- 
ing out his own thoughts into steel and iron, 
making a scientific name for himself— a for- 
tune, if it pleases him to work for money — 
and keeping his singleness of heart, his per- 
fect simplicity of manner ; it puts me out of 
patience to think of my expensive schooling, 
my travels hither and thither, my heaps of 
scientific books, and I have done nothing to 
speak of. But it's evidently good blood ; 
there's that Mr. Holman, that cousin of 
yours, made of the same stuff." 

*' But he's only cousin because he married 
my mother's second cousin," said I. 

'^ That knocks a pretty theory on the head ,n 
and twice over, too. I should like to make 
Holman 's acquaintance." 

*' I am sure they would be so glad to see 
you at Hope Farm," said I, eagerly. ** In 
fact, they've asked me to bring you several 
times; only I thought you would find it 
dull." 

** Not at all. I can't go yet though, even 

if you do get me an invitation ; for the 

Company wants me to go to the 

Valley, and look over the ground a bit for 
tbem, to see if it would do for a branch line. 
It's a job which may take me away for some 
time ; but I shall be backwards and forwards, 
and you're quite up to doing what is needed in 
my absence; the only work that may be beyond 
you is keeping old Jevons from drinking." 

He went on giving me directions about the 
management of the men employed on the line, 
and no more was said then, or for several 
months, about his going to Hope Farm. He 
went off into Valley, a dark, 'overshad- 
owed dale, where the sun seemed to set be- 
hind the hills before four o'clock on midsum- 
mer afternoon. 

Perhaps it was this that brought on the 
attack of low fever which he had soon after 
the beginning of the new year ; he was very 
ill for many weeks, almost many months ; a 
married sister — his only relation, I think — 
came down from London to nurse him, and I 
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went over to him when I could, to see him, 
and give him <( masculine news," as he called 
it, — reports of the progress of the line, which , 
I am glad to say, I was able to carry on in 
his absence, in the slow, gradual way which 
suited the company best, while trade was in 
a languid state, and money dear in the mar- 
ket. Of course, with this occupation for my 
scanty leisure, I did not often go over to Hope 
Farm. Whenever I did go, I met with a 
thorough welcome ; and many inquiries were 
made as to Holdsworth's illness, and the 
progress of his recovery. 

At length, in June I think it was, he was 
sufficiently recovered to come back to his 
lodgings at Eltbam, and resume part at least 
of his work. His sister, Mrs. Robinson, had 
been obliged to leave him some weeks before, 
owing to some epidemic amongst her own 
children. As long as I had seen Mr. Holds- 
worth in the rooms at the little inn at Hensley- 
dale, where I had been accustomed to look 
upon him as an invalid, I had not been aware 
of the visible shake his fever had given to 
his health. But, once back in the old lodg- 
ings, where I had always seen him so buoy- 
ant, eloquent, decided, and vigorous in for- 
mer days, my spirits sank at the change in 
one whom I had always regarded with a 
strong feeling of admiring affection . He sank 
into silence and despondency after the least 
exertion ; he seemed as if he could not make 
up his mind to any action, or else that, when 
it was made up, he lacked strength to carry 
out his purpose. Of course, it was but the 
natural state of slow convalescence, after so 
sharp an illness ; but, at the time, I did not 
know this, and perhaps I represented his 
state as more serious than it was tonny kind 
relations at Hope Farm ; who, in their grave, 
simple, eager vtray, immediately thought of 
the only help they could give. 

<< Bring him out here," said the minister. 
"Our air here is good to a proverb ; the June 
days are ^ne ; he may loiter away his time in 
the hayfield, and the sweet smells will be a 
balm in themselves — better than physic." 

•"And," said Cousin Holman, scarcely 
waiting for her husband to finish his sen- 
tence, ** tell him there is new milk and fresh 
eggs to be had for the asking; it's lucky 
Daisy has just calved, for her milk is always 
as good as other cows' cream ; and there is 
the plaid room with the morning sun all 
streaming in." 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



22 

Pbillis said nothing, bat looked as nmcfa 
interested in the project as any one. I took 
it up myself. I wanted them to see him ; 
him to know them. I proposed it to him 
when I got home. He was too languid after 
the day's fsttigae, to be willing to make the 
little exertion of going amongst strangers ; 
and disappointed me by almost declining to 
accept the invitation I brought. The next 
morning it was different ; he apologized for 
his ungraciousness of the night before ; and 
told me that he would get all things in train, 
so as to be ready to go out with me to Hope 
Farm on the following Saturday. 

** For you must go with me, Manning," 
said he ; ''I used to be as impudent a fellow 
as need be, and rather liked going amongst 
strangers, and making my way ; but since 
my illness I am almost like a girl, and turn 
hot and cold with shyness, as they do, I 
fancy." 

So it was fixed. We were to go out to 
Hope Farm on Saturday afternoon ; and it 
was also understood that if the air and the life 
suited Mr. Holdsworth, he was to remain 
there for a week or ten days, doing what work 
be could at that end of the line, while I took 
his place at Eltham to the best of my ability. 
I grew a little nervous, as the time drew near, 
and wondered how the brilliant Holdsworth 
would agree with the quiet, quaint family of 
the minister ; how they would like him, and 
many of his half-foreign ways. I tried to 
prepare him, by telling him from time to time 
little things about the goings-on at Hope 
Farm. 

** Manning," said he, " I see you don't 
think I am half good enough for your friends. 
Out vnlh it, man." 

" No," I replied, boldly. " I think you 
are good ; but I don't know if you are quite 
of their kind of goodness." 

'* And you've found out already that there 
is a greater chance of disagreement between 
two * kinds of goodness,' each having its own 
idea of right, than between a given goodness 
and a moderate degree of naughtiness — ^which 
last often arises from an indifference to 
right?" 

*< I don't know. I think you're talking 
metaphysics, and I am sure that is bad for 
you." 

« < When a man talks to you in a way that 
you don't understand about a thing which he 
does not understand, them's metaphysics.' 



You remember the clown's definition, don't 
you, Manning? " 

»* No, I don't," said I. ** But what I do 
understand is, that you must go to bed ; and 
tell me at what time we must start to-mor- 
row, that I may go to Hepworth, and get 
those letters written we were talking about 
this morning." ♦ 

" Wait till to-morrow, and let us see what 
the day is like," he answered, with such lan- 
guid indecision as showed me he was overfit- 
tigued. So I went my way. 

The morrow was blue and sunny and beau- 
tiful ; the very perfection of an early sum- 
mer's day. Mr. Holdsworth ms all impa- 
tience to be off into the country ; morning had 
brought back hia freshness of strength, and 
consequent eagerness to be doing. I vras 
afraid we were going to my cousin's farm 
rather too early — before they would expect 
us ; but what could I do with such a restless, 
vehement man as Holdsworth was that morn- 
ing ? We came down upon the Hope Farm 
before the dew was off the grass on the shady 
side of the lane ; the great house-dog was 
loose, basking in the sun, near the closed side- 
door. I WBS surprised at this door being shut, 
for all summer long it was open from morn- 
ing to night ; but it was only on lateh. I 
opened it. Rover watohing me with half-sus- 
picious, half-trustful eyes. The room was 
empty. 

" I don't know where they can be," said 
I ; ** but come in and sit down while I go 
and look for them. You must be tired." 

<* Not I. This sweet, balmy air is like a 
thousand tonics. Besides, this room is hot, 
and smells of those pungent wood-ashes. 
What are W9 to do?" 

<< Go round to the kitchen. Betty will tell 
us where they are." 

So we went round into the &rmyard, Rover 
accompanying us out of a grave sense of duty. 
Betty was washing out her milk-pans in the 
cold bubbling spring-water that constantly 
trickled in and out of a ^tone trough. In sucb 
weather as this most of her kitehen-work was 
done out of doors. 

*' £h, dear ! " said she, << the minister and 
missus is away at Hornby ! They ne'er 
thought of your coming so betimes ! The 
missus had some errands to do, and she 
thought as she'd walk with the minister and 
be back by dinner-time." 

'* Did not they expect us to dinner? "said I. 
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" Well, they did, and they did not, as I 
may eay. Mibsub said to me the cold lamb 
would do well enough if you did not come ; 
and if you did I was to put on a chicken and 
some bacon to boil ; and I'll go do it now, for 
it is hard to boll bacon enough." 

** And is Phillis gone too? " Mr. Holds- 
worth was making friends with Rover. 

** No ! She*s just somewhere about. I 
reckon you'll find her in the kitchen-garden, 
getting peas." 

<* Let us go there," said Holdsworth, sud- 
denly leaving off his play with the dog. 

So I led the way into the kitchen-garden. 
It was in the first promise of a summer pro- 
fuse in vegetables and fruits. Perhaps it vfas 
not so much cared for as other parts of the 
property ; but it was more attended to than 
most kitchen-gardens belonging to farm- 
hoQsee. There were borders of flowers along 
each side of the gravel walks ; and there was 
an old sheltering wall on the north side cov- 
ered with tolerably choice fruit-trees ; there 
was a slope down to the fish-pond at the end, 
where there were great strawberry-beds ; and 
raspberry-bushes and rose-bushes grew wher- 
ever there was a space ; it seemed a chance 
which had been planted. Long rows of peas 
stretched at right angles from the main walk, 
and I saw Phillis stooping down among them, 
before she saw us. Ab soon as she heard our 
cranching steps on the gravel, she stood up, 
and shading her eyes from the sun, recog- 
nized us. She was quite still for a moment, 
and then came slowly towards us, blushing a 
little from evident shyness. I had never seen 
Phillis shy before. 

" This is Mr. Holdsworth, PhiUis," said I, 
as soon as I had shaken hands with her. 
She glanced up at him, and then looked down, 
more flushed than ever at his grand formality 
of taking his hat off and bowing ; such man- 
ners had never been seen at Hope Farm be- 
fore. 

** Father and mother are out. They will 
be so sorry. You did not vrrite, Paul, as you 
said you would." 

** It was my fault," said Holdsworth, un- 
derstanding vrhat she meant as well as if she 
had put it more fully into words. " I have 
not yet given up all the privileges of an in- 
valid, one of wliich is indecision. Last night, 
when your cousin asked me at what time we 
were to start, I really could not make up my 
mind." 
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Phillis seemed as if she ooald not make up 
her mind as to what to do with us. I tried 
to help her. 

'* Have you finished getting peas ? " taking 
hold of the half-filled basket she was uncon- 
sciously holding in her hand ; ** or may we 
stay and help you 7 " 

'* If you would. But perhaps it will tire 
you , sir ? " added she, speaking now to Holds- 
worth. 

<< Not a bit," said he. << It will carry me 
back twenty years in my life, when I used to 
gather peas in my grandfather's garden. I 
suppose I may eat a few as I go along? " 

'* Certainly, sir. Bat if you went to the 
strawberry-beds you would find some straw- 
berries ripe, and Paul can show you where 
they are." 

** I am afraid you distrust me. I can as- 
sure you I know the exact fulness at which 
peas should be gathered. I take great care 
not to pluck them when they are unripe. 1 
will not be turned off, as unfit for my work." 

This was a style of half-joking talk that 
Phillis was not accustomed to. She looked 
for a moment as if she would have liked to 
defend herself from the playftil charge of dis- 
trust made against her, but she ended by not 
saying a word. We all plucked our peas in' 
busy silence for the next five minutes. Then 
Holdsworth lifted himself up from between 
the rows, and said, a little wearily — 

** I am afraid I must strike work. 1 am 
not as strong as I fancied myself." 

Phillis was full of penitence immediately. 
He did, indeed, look pale; and she blamed 
herself for having allowed him to help her. 

' » It was very thoughtless of me. I did not 
know — I thought, perhaps, you really liked 
it. I ought to have offered you something to 
eat, sir ! O Paul, we have gathered quite 
enough; how stupid I was to forget that 
Mr. Holdsworth had been ill ! " And in a 
blushing hurry she led the way towards the 
house. Wc went in, and she moved a heavy 
cushioned chair forwards, into which Holds- 
worth was only too glad to sink. Then with 
deft and quiet speed she brought in a little 
tray, wine, water, cake, home-made bread, 
and newly churned butter. She stood by in 
some anxiety till, after bite and sup, the color 
returned to Mr. Holdsworth's face, and he 
would fain have made us some laughing 
apologies for the fright he had given us. 
But then Phillis drew back from her inno- 
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cent show of care and interest, and relapsed 
into the cgld shyness habitual to her when 
she was first thrown into the company of 
strangers. She brought out the last week's 
county paper (which Mr. Holdsworth had 
read five days ago) and then quietly with- 
drew ; and then he subsided into languor, 
leaning back and shutting his eyes, as if he 
would go to sleep. I stole into the kitchen 
after Phillis ; but she had made the round of 
the comer of the house outside, and I found 
her sitting on the horse-mount, with her 
basket of peas, and a basin into which she 
was shelling them. RoTer lay at her feet, 
snapping now and then at the flies. I went 
to her, and tried to help her ; but somehow 
the sweet, crisp young peas found their way 
more frequently into my mouth than into the 
basket, while we talked together in a low 
tone, fearful of being overheard through the 
open casements of the house-place in which 
Holdsworth was resting. 

*' Don't you think him handsome?" I 
asked. 

" Perhaps — ^yes — I have hardly looked at 
him," she replied. ** But is not he very 
like a foreigner ? " 

** Yes, he cuts his hair foreign fashion," 
said I. 

<< I like an Englishman to look like an Eng- 
lishman." 

<< I don't think he thinks about it. He 
says he began that way when he was in 
Italy, because everybody wore it so, and it is 
natural to keep it on in England." 

" Not if he began it in Italy because 
everybody there wore it so. Everybody here 
wears it diflferently." 

I was a little offended with Phillis's logical 
fault-finding with my friend; and I deter- 
mined to change the subject. 

*' When is your mother coming home? " 

'*I should think she might come any 
time now ; but she had to go and see Mrs. 
Morton, who was ill, and she might be kept, 
and not be home till dinner. Don't you 
think you ought to go and see how Mr. 
Holdsworth is going on, Paul 7 He may be 
faint again." 

I went at her bidding ; but there was no 
need for it. Mr. Holdsworth was up, stand- 
ing by the window, his hands in his pockets ; 
he had evidently been watching us. He 
turned away as I entered. 

"So that is the girl I found your good 
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father planning for your wife, Paul, that 
evening when I interrupted you ! Are you 
of the same coy mind still ? It did not look 
like it a minute ago." 

<^ Phillis and I understand each other," I 
replied, sturdily. " We are like brother 
and sister. She would not have me as a hus- 
band, if there was not another man in the 
world ; and it would take a deal to make me 
think of her — ^as my father wishes " (some- 
how I did not like to say " as a wife ") , " but 
we love each other dearly." 

*' Well ! I am rather surprised at it— not 
at your loving each other in a brother-and- 
sister kind of way — but at your finding it so 
impossible to fall in love with such a beauti- 
ful woman." 

Woman ! beautiful woman ! I had thought 
of Phillis as a comely but awkward girl ; and 
I could not banish the pinafore from my 
mind's eye when I tried to picture her to 
myself. Now I turned, as Mr. Holdsworth 
had done, to look at her again out of the 
window ; she had just finished her task, and 
was standing up, her back to us, holding the 
basket, and the basin in it, high in air, out 
of Rover's reach, who was giving vent to his 
delight at the probability of a change of place 
by glad leaps and barks, and snatches at what 
he imagined to be a withheld prizo. At 
length she grew tired of their mutual play, 
and with a feint of striking him, and a 
" Down, Rover ! do hush ! " she looked tow- 
ards the window where we were standing, as 
if to re-assure herself that no one ha^ been 
disturbed by the noise, and seeing us, she 
colored all over, and hurried away, with 
Rover still curving in sinuous lines about her 
as she v^alked. 

<' I should like to have sketched her," said 
Mr. Holdsworth, as he turned away. He 
went back to his chair, and rested in silence 
for a minute or two. Then he was up again. 

** I would give a good deal for a book," 
said he. " It would keep me quiet." He 
began to look round ; there were a few vol- j 
umes at one end of the shovel-board. 

* * Fifth volume of Matthew Henry's * Com- 
mentary,' ' ' said he, reading their titles aloud. 

" « Housewife's complete Manual ; ' * Ber- | 
ridge on Prayer ; ' * L'Inferno ' — Dante ! " in 
great surprise. " Why, who reads this? " j 

* * I told you Phillis read it. Don't you re- 
member ? She knows Latin and Greek too." 

'* To be sure ! I remember ! But some- i 
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how I Dever put two and two together. That 
quiet girl, full of household work, is the 
wonderful scholar, then, that put you to rout 
with her questions when you first began to 
come here. To be sure, * Cousin Phillis ! ' 
What's here : a paper with the hard, obso- 
lete words written out. I wonder what sort 
of a dictionary she has got. Baretti wont 
tell her all these words. Stay ! I have got 
a pencil here. I'll write down the most 
accepted meanings, and save her a little 
trouble." 

So he took her book and the paper back to 
the little round table, and employed himself 
in writing explanations and definitions of the 
words which had troubled her. I was not 
sure if he was not taking a liberty : it did 
not quite please me, and yet I did not know 
why. He had only just done, and replaced 
the paper in the book, and put the latter 
back in its place, when I heard the sound 
of wheels stopping in the lane, and looking 
oat, I saw Cousin Holman getting out of a 
neighbor's gig, making her little courtesy of 
acknowledgment, and then coming towards 
the house. I went out to meet her. 

** Paul! " said she, " I am so sorry I 
was kept ; and then Thomas Dobson said if £ 
would wait a quarter of an hour, he would — 
But Where's your friend Mr. Holdsworth ? I 
hope he is come ! " 

Just then he came out, and with his pleas- 
ant, cordial manner took her hand, and 
thanked her for asking him to come out here 
to get strong. 

" I'm sure I am very glad to see you^ sir. 
It was the minister's thought. I took it into 
my head you would be dull in our quiet 
house, for Paul says you've been such a great 
traveller ; but the minister said dulness would 
perhaps suit you while you were but ailing, 
and that I was to ask Paul to be here as much 
as he could. I hope you '11 find yourself happy 
vitb us, I'm sure, sir. Has Phillis given you 
something to eat and drink, I wonder ? there's 
a deal in eating a little often, if one has to 
get strong after an illness." And then she 
began to question him as to the details of his 
indisposition in her simple, motherly way; 
He seemed at once to understand her, and to 
enter into friendly relations with her. It 
Was not quite the same in the evening when 
the minister came home. Men have always 
ft little natural antipathy to get over when 
they 'first meet as strangers. But in this case 
<ach was disposed to make an effort to like 
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the other ; only each was to each a specimen 
of an unknown class. I had to leave the 
Hope Farm on Sunday afternoon, as I had 
Mr. Holdsworth 's work as well as my own to 
look to in Eltham ; and I was not at all sure 
how things would go on during the week that 
Holdsworth was to remain on his visit ; I had 
been once or twice in hot water already at the 
near clash of opinions between the minister and 
my much-vaunted friend. On the Wednes- 
day, I received a short note from Holdsworth ; 
he was going to stay on, and return with me 
on the following Sunday, and he wanted mc 
to send him a certain list of books, his the- 
odolite and other surveying instruments, all 
of which could easily be conveyed down the 
line to Heathbridge. I went to his lodgings 
and picked out the books. Italian, Latin, 
trigonometry; a pretty considerable parcel 
they made, besides the implements. I began 
to be curious as to the general progress of 
affairs at Hope Farm ; but I could not go over 
till the Saturday. At Heathbridge I found 
Holdsworth, come to meet me. He was look- 
ing quite a different man to what I had left 
him; embrowned, sparkles in his eyes, so 
languid before. I told him how much stronger 
he looked. 

** Yes ! " said he. " I am fidging fain to 
be at work again. Last week I dreaded the 
thoughts of my employment ; now I am full 
of desire to begin. This week in the coun- 
try has done wonders for me." 

** You have enjoyed yourself, then? " 

" Oh ! it has been perfect in its way. 
Such a thorough country life ! and yet re- 
moved from the dulness which I always used 
to fancy accompanied country life, by the ex- 
traordinary intelligence of the minister. I 
have fallen into calling him * the minister,' 
like every one else." 

**You get on with him, then?" said I. 
" I was a little afraid." 

" I was on the verge of displeasing him 
once or twice, I fear, with random assertions 
and exaggerated expressions, such as dhe al- 
ways uses with other people, and thinks noth- 
ing of ; but I tried to check myself when I 
saw how it shocked the good man ; and really 
it is very wholesome exercise, this trying to 
make one's words represent one's thoughts, 
instead of merely looking to their effect on 
others." 

** Then you are quite friends now?" I 
asked. 

<' Yes, thoroughly ; at any rate as far as I 
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go. I never met with a man with such a de- 
sire for knowledge. In information, as far 
as it can be gained from books, be far exceeds 
me on most subjects ; but then I have trav- 
elled and seen — Were not you surprised at 
the list of things I sent for? " 

'< Yes ! I thought it did not promise much 
rest." 

<< Oh ! some of the books were for the min- 
ister, and some for his daughter. (I call 
her Phillis to myself, but I use euphuisms 
in speaking about her to others. I don't 
like to seem familiar, and yet Miss Holman 
is a term I have never heard used.) " 

"I thought the Italian books were for her. ' ' 

" Yes ! Fancy her trying at Dante for her 
first book in Italian ! I had a capital novel 
by Manzoni, < I Promessi Sposi;' just the thing 
for a beginner ; and if she must still puzzle 
out Dante, my dictionary is far better than 
hers." 

<'Then she found out you had vrritten 
those definitions on her list of words? " 

*' Oh ! yes " — ^with a smile of amusement 
and pleasure. He was going to tell me what 
had taken place, but checked himself. 

" But I don't think the minister will like 
your having given her a novel to read? " 

"Pooh! What can be more harmless? 
Why make a bugbear of a word? It is as 
pretty and innocent a tale as can be met 
with. You don't suppose tbey take * Virgil ' 
for gospel?" 

By this time we were at the farm . I think 
Phiflis gave me a warmer welcome than usual, 
and Cousin Holman was kindness itself. Yet 
somehow I felt as if I had lost my place, and 
that Holdsworth had taken it. He knew all 
the ways of the house ; he was full of little 
filial attentions to Cousin Holman ; he treated 
Phillis vnth the affectionate ccmdescension of 
an elder brother ; not a bit more ; not in any 
way different. He questioned me about the 
progress of afi&irs in Eltham with eager in- 
terest. 

" Ah ! " said Cousin Holman, " you'll be 
spending a different kind of time next week 
to what you have done this ! I can see how 
busy you'll make yourself! But if you 
don't take care you'U be ill again, and liave 
to come back to our quiet ways of going on." 

** Do you suppose I shall need to be ill to 
vrish to come back here?" he answered, 
warmly . ' * 1 am only afraid you have treated 
me BO kindly that I shall always be turning 
up on your hands." 

" That's right," she renlied. " Only don't 
go and make yourself iU by over-work. I 
nope you'll go on v^ith a cup of new milk 
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every morning, for I'm sure that is the best 
medicine ; and put a teaspoonful of rum in 
it, if you like ; many a one speaks highly of 
that, only we had no rum in the house." 

I brought with me an atmosphere of active 
life which I think he had begun to miss ; and 
it vras natural that he should seek my com- 
pany, after his week of retirement. Once I 
saw Phillis looking at us as we talked to- 
gether with a kind of wistful curiosity ; but 
as soon as she caught my eye, she turned 
avray, blushing deeply. 

That evening I had a little talk with the 
minister. I strolled along the Hornby road 
to meet him ; for Holdsworth was giving 
Phillis an Italian lesson, and Cousin Hol- 
man had fallen asleep over her work. 

Somehow, and not unwillingly on my part, 
our talk fell on the friend whom I had in- 
troduced to the Hope Farm. 

"Yes! I like him! " said the minister, 
weighing his words a little as he spoke. " I 
like him. I hope I am justified in doing it, 
but he takes hold of me, as it were ; and 1 
have almost been afraid lest he carries me 
away, in spite of my judgment." 

"He is a good fellow; indeed he is," 
said I. " My fether thinks well of him ; and 
I have seen a deal of him. I would not have 
had him come here if I did not know that 
you would approve of him." 

"Yes" (once more hesitating), "I like 
him, and I think he is an upright man ; there 
is a want of seriousness in his talk at times, 
but, at the same time, it is wonderful to lis- 
ten to him ! He makes Horace and Virgil 
living, instead of dead, by the stories be telifi 
me of his sojourn in the very countries where 
they lived, and where to this day he says— 
But it is like dram-drinking. I Ksten to 
him till I forget my duties, and am carried 
off my feet. Last sabbath evening he led lU 
away into talk on profane subjects ill befit- 
ting the day." 

By this time we were at the house, and 
our conversation stopped. But before the 
day was out, I saw the unconscious hold that 
Xfij friend had got over all the family. And 
'no wonder : he had seen so much and done 
so much as compared to them, and he told 
about it all so easily and naturally, and yet ss 
1 never heard any one else do ; and his ready 
pencil was out in an instant to draw on scraps 
of paper all sorts of illustrations, — modes of 
drawmg up water in Northern Italy, wine- 
carts, bufialoes, stone-pines, I know not 
what. After we had all looked at these 
drawings, Phillis gathered them together, 
and took them. 

It is many years since I have seen thee, 
Edward Holdsworth, but thou wast a de- 
lightful fellow! Ay, and a good one too; i 
though much sorrow was caused by thee ! { 
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Just after this I went home for a week's 
holiday. Everything was prospering there ; 
my father's new partnership gave evident 
satisfaction to both parties. There was no 
display of increased wealth in our modest 
household ; but my mother had a few extra 
comforts provided for her by her husband. I 
made acquaintance with Mr. and Mrs. Elli- 
son, and first saw pretty Margaret Ellison, 
who is now my wife. When I returned to 
Eltham, I found that a step was decided upon, 
which had been in contemplation for some 
time : that Holdsworth and I should remove 
our quarters to Hornby ; our daily presence, 
and as much of our time as possible, being 
required for the completion of the line at that 
end. 

Of course this led to greater facility of in- 
tercourse with the Hope Farm people. We 
could easily walk out there after our day's 
work was done, and spend a balmy evening 
hour or two, and yet return before the sum- 
mer's twilight had quite faded away. Many 
a time, indeed, we would fain have stayed 
longer — the open air, the fresh and pleasant 
country, made so agreeable a contrast to the 
dose, hot town lodgings which I shared 
with Mr. Holdsworth ; but early hours, both 
at eve and mom, were an imperative neces. 
Bity with the minister, and he made no scru- 
pie at turning either or both of us out of the 
house directly after evening prayer, or *< ex- 
ercise," as he called it. The remembrance 
of many a happy day, and of several little 
scenes, comes back upon me as I think of 
that summer. They rise like pictures to my 
memory, and in this way I can date their 
succession; for I know that corn-harvest 
must have come after haymaking, apple- 
gathering after corn-harvest. 

The removal to Hornby took up some time, 
during which we had neither of us any leis- 
ure to go out to the Hope Farm. Mr. Holds- 
worth had been out there once during my 
absence at home. One sultry evening, when 
work was done, he proposed our walking out 
and paying the Holmans a visit. It so hap- 
pened that I had omitted to write my usual 
weekly letter home m our press of business, 
and I wished to finish that before going out. 
Then he said that- he would go, and that I 
I oould follow him if I liked. This I did in 
I about an hour ; the i^eather was so oppres- 
I sive, I remember, that I took off my coat as 
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I vralked, and hung it over my arm. All the 
doors and windows at the fkrm were open 
when I arrived there, and every tiny leaf on 
the trees was still. The silence of the place 
was profound ; at first I thought that it was 
entirely deserted ; but just as I drew near the 
door I heard a weak, sweet voice begin to 
sing ; it was Cousin Holman, all by herself 
in the house-place, piping up a hymn, as she 
knitted away in the clouded light. She gave 
me a kindly welcome, and poured out all the 
small domestic news of the fortnight past 
upon me, and, in return, I told her about my 
own people, and my visit at home. 

V Where were the rest?" at length I 
asked. 

Betty and the men were in the field help- 
ing with the last load of hay, for the minister 
said there would be rain before the morning. 
Yes, and the minister himself and Phillie 
and Mr. Holdsworth were all there helping. 
She thought that she herself could have done, 
something ; but perhaps she was the least fit 
for hay-making of any one ; and somebody 
must stay at home and take care of the house, 
there were so many tramps about ; if I had 
not had something to do with the railroad 
she would have called them navvies. I asked 
her if she minded being left alone, as I should 
like to go and help ; and having her full and 
glad permission to leave her alone, I went off, 
following her directions : through the farm- 
yard, past the cattle-pond, into the ash-field, 
beyond into the higher field with two holly- 
bushes in the middle. I arrived there : there 
was Betty with all the farming men, and a 
cleared field, and a heavily laden cart ; one 
man at the top of the great pile ready to 
catch the fragrant hay which the others 
threw up to him with their pitchforks; a 
little heap of cast-off clothes in a corner of 
the field (for the heat, even at seven o'clock, 
was insufferable) , a few cans and baskets, and 
Rover lying by them, panting and keeping 
watch. Plenty of loud, hearty, cheerful 
talking ; but no minister, no Phillis, no Mr. 
Holdsworth. Betty saw me first, and un- 
derstanding who it was that I was in search 
of, she came towards me. 

"They're out yonder — agait wi' them 
things o' Measter Holdsworth 's." 

So *' out yonder " I went ; out on to a 
broad upland common, full of red sandbanks, 
and sweeps and hollows; bordered by dask 
firs, purple in the coming shadows, but near 
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at hand all ablaze with floweriDg goise, or, 
R8 we call it in the south, furze-bmefaee, 
which, seen against the belt of distant trees, 
appeared brilliantly golden. On this heath, 
a little way from the field-gate, I saw the 
three. I counted their heads, joined together 
in an eager groap over Holdsworth's theodo- 
lite. He was teaching the minister the prac- 
tical art of saryeying and taking a level. I 
was wanted to assist, and v^as quickly set to 
work to hold the chain. Phillis was as in- 
tent as her father ; she had hardly time to 
greet me, so desirous was she to hear some 
answer to her Other's question. 

So we went on, the dark clouds still gather- 
ing, for perhaps five minutes after my arrival. 
Then came the blinding lightning and the 
rumble and quick-following rattling peal of 
thunder right over our heads. It came 
sooner than I expected, sooner than they had 
looked for: the rain delayed not; it came 
pouring down ; and what were we to do for 
shelter? Phillis had nothing on but in- 
door things — ^no bonnet, no shawl. Quick 
as the darting lightning around us, Holds- 
worth took off his coat and wrapped it round 
her neck and shoulders, and almost without 
a word, hurried us all into such poor shelter 
as one of the overhanging sandbanks could 
give. There we were, cowered down, close 
together, Phillis innermost, almost too tightly 
packed to free her arms enough to divest her- 
self of the coat, which she, in her turn, tried 
to put lightly over Holdsworth's shoulders. 
In doing so she touched his shirt. 

** Oh, how wet you are! " she cried, in 
pitying dismay ; ** and you've hardly got over 
your fever! O Mr. Holdsworth, I am so 
sorry ! " He turned his head a little, smil- 
ing at her. 

*« If I do catch cold, it is all my fault for 
having deluded you into staying out here ; " 
but she only murmured again, *' I am so 
sorry! " 

The minister spo^e now. '< It is a regular 
' downpour. Please God that the hay is saved ! 
But there is no likelihood of its ceasing, and 
I had better go home at once, and send you 
all some wraps; umbrellas will not be safe 
with yonder thunder and lightning." 

Both Holdsworth and I offered to go in- 
stead of him ; but he was resolved, although 
perhaps it would have been wiser if Holds- 
worth, wet as he already was, had kept him- 
self in exercise. As he moved off, Phillis 



crept out, and could see on to the storm-swept 
heath. Part of Holdsworth's apparatus Btill 
remained exposed to all the rain. Before we 
eould have any warning, she had rushed out 
of the shelter and collected the various things, 
and brought them back in triumph to where 
we crouched. Holdsworth had stood up, un- 
certain whether to go to her assistance or not. 
She came running back, her long lovely hair 
floating and dripping, her eyes glad and 
bright, and her color freshened to a glow of 
health by the exercise and the rain. 

*' Now, Miss Holman, that's what I call 
wilful," said Holdsworth, as she gave them 
to him. *<No, I wont thank yau" (his 
looks were thanking her all the time) . " My 
little bit of dampness annoyed you, because 
you thought I had got wet in your service; 
so you were determined to make me as un- 
comfortable as you were yourself. It was 
an unchristian piece of revenge ! " 

His tone of badinage (as the French call 
it) would have been palpable enough to any 
one accustomed to the world; but Phillis 
was not, and it distressed, or rather bewil- 
dered her. " Unchristian " had to her a 
very serious meaning ; it was not a word to 
be used ligjitly ; and though she did not ex- 
actly understand what wrong it was that she 
was accused of doing, she was evidently de- 
sirous to throw off the imputation. At first 
her earnestness to disclaim unkind motives 
amused Holdsworth ; while his light contin- 
uance of the joke perplexed her still more ; 
but at last he said something gravely, and in 
too low a tone for me to hear, which made 
her all at once become silent, and called out 
her blushes. After a while, the minister 
came back, a moving mass of shawls, cloaks, 
and umbrellas. Phillis kept very close to 
her father's side on our return to the farm. 
She appeared to me to be shrinking away 
from Holdsworth, while he had not the 
slightest variation in his manner from what 
it usually was in his graver moods — kind, 
protecting, and thoughtful towards her. Of 
course, there was a great commotion about 
our wet clothes ; but I name the little events 
of that evening now because I wondered at 
the time what he had said in that low voice 
to silence Phillis so effectually, and because, 
in thinking of their intercourse by the light 
of future events, that evening stands out 
with some prominence. 

I have said that after our removal to 
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Hornby our oommuDications with tbe farm 
became almost of daily occurrence. Couein 
Holman and I were the two who had least to 
do with this intimacy. After Mr. Holds- 
worth regained his health, he, too, often 
talked above her head in intellectual matters, 
and too often in his light bantering tone for 
her to feel quite at her ease With him. I 
really believe that he adopted this latter tone 
in speaking to her because he did not know 
what to talk about to a purely motherly 
woman, whose intellect had never been cul- 
tivated, and whose loving heart was entirely 
occupied with her husband, her child, her 
household affiiirs, and, perhaps, a little with 
the concerns of the members of her husband's 
congregation, because they, in a way, be- 
longed to her husband. I had noticed before 
that she had fleeting shadows of jealousy 
even of Phillis, when her daughter and her 
husband appeared to have strong interests 
and sympathies in things which were quite 
beyond her comprehension. I had noticed 
it in my first acquaintance with them, I say, 
and had admired the delicate tact which 
made the minister, on such occasions, bring 
tbe conversation back to such subjects as 
those on which his wife, with her practical 
experience of every-day life, was an author- 
ity; while Phillis, devoted to her father, 
unconsciously followed his lead, totally un- 
aware, in her filial reverence, of his^inotive 
for doing so. 

To return to Holdsworth. The minister 
had at more than one time spoken of him to 
me with slight distrust, principally occa- 
Bioned by the suspicion that his careless 
words were not always those of soberness 
and truth. But it was more as a protest 
against tbe fascination which the younger 
man evidently exercised over the elder one — 
more, as it were, to strengthen himself against 
yielding to this fascination — that the minis- 
ter spoke out to me about this failing of 
Holdsworth's, as it appeared to him. In 
return Holdsworth was subdued by the min- 
ister's uprightness and goodness, and de- 
lighted with his clear intellect — his strong, 
healthy craving after further knowledge. I 
never met two men who took more thorough 
pleasure and relish in each other's society. 

. To Phillis his relation continued that of an 
elder brother ; he directed her studies into 

* new paths, he patiently drew out the ezpres- 
sion of many of her thoughts and perplezi- 
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ties and unformed theories — scarcely ever 
now falling into the vein of banter which she 
was so slow to understand. 

One day — harvest-time — he had been draw- 
ing on a loose piece of paper — sketching ears 
of corn, sketching carts drawn by bullocks 
and laden with grapes — all tbe time talking 
with Phillis and me. Cousin Holman putting 
in her not pertinent remarks, when suddenly 
he said to Phillis, — 

*^ Keep your head still ; I see a sketch ! I 
have often tried to draw your head from mem- 
ory, and failed ; but I think I can do it now. 
If I succeed I will give it to your mother. 
You would like a portrait of your daughter as 
Ceres, would you not, ma'am ? " 

** I should like a picture of her ; yes, very 
much, thank you, Mr. Holdsworth ; but if 
you put that straw in her bair " (he was hold- 
ing some wheat ears above her passive head, 
looking at the effect with an artistic eye), 
** you'll ruffle her hair. Phillis, my dear, 
if you're to have your picture taken, go up- 
stairs, and brush your hair smooth." 

** Not on any account. I beg your par- 
don, but I want hair loosely flowing." 

He began to draw, looking intently at Phil- 
lis ; I could see this stare of his discomposed 
her — her color came and went, her breath 
quickened with the consciousness of his re- 
gard ; at last, when he said, ^* Please look 
at me for a minute or two, I want to get in 
the eyes," she looked up at him, quivered, 
and suddenly got up and left the room. He 
did not say a word, but went on with some 
other part of the drawing ; his silence was 
unnatural, and his dark cheek blanched a lit- 
tle. Cousin Holman looked up from her work, 
and put her spectacles down. 

"What's the matter? Where is she 
gone?" 

Holdsworth never uttered a word, but went 
on drawing. I felt obliged to say something ; 
it was stupid enough, but stupidity was bet- 
ter than silence just then. 

** rU go and call her," said L So I went 
into the hall, and to the bottom of the stairs ; 
but just as I was going to call Phillis, she 
came down swiftly with her bonnet on, and 
saying* *' I'm going to father in the five-acre," 
passed out by the open ** rector," right in 
front of the house-place windows, and out 
at the little white side-gate. She had been 
seen by her mother and Holdsworth, as she 
passed ; so there was no need for ezplana- 
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tion, only Coium Holntan and 1 had a long 
disciudon as to whether she ooald have 
found the room too hot, or what had oeca- 
sioned her sadden departure. Holdsworth was 
Tery qaieC daring all the rest of that day ; nor 
did he resume the portrait-taking hy his own 
desire, only at my Goasin Holman's request 
the next time that he came ; and then he said 
he should not require any more formal sittings 
for only such a slight sketch as he felt himself 
capable of making. Phillis was just the same 
as ever the next time I saw her after her 
abrupt passing mo in the halL She never 
gave any explanation of her rush out of the 
room. 

So all things went on, at least as far as my 
observation reached at the time, or n^emory 
can recall now, till the great apple-gathering 
of the year. The nights were frosty, the 
mornings and evenings were misty, but at 
mid-day all was sunny and bright, and it was 
one mid-day that, both of us being on the line 
near Heathbridge, and knowing that they 
were gathering apples at the farm, we re- 
solved to spend the men's dinner-hour in go- 
ing over there. We found the great clothes- 
baskets full of apples, scenting the house, and 
stopping up the way ; and an universal air 
of merry contentment with this the final pro- 
duce of the year. The yellow leaves hung on 
the trees ready to flutter down at the slight- 
est puff of air ; the great bushes of Michael- 
mas daisies in the kitchen-garden were mak- 
ing their last show of flowers. We must 
needs taste the fruit off the different trees, 
and pass our judgment as to their flavor ; 
and we went away with our pockets stuffed 
with those that we liked best. As we had 
passed to the orchard, Holdsworth had ad- 
mired and spoken about some flower which 
he saw ; it so happened he had never seen 
this old-fashioned kind since the days of his 
boyhood. I do not know whether he had 
thought anything more about this chance 
speech of his, but I know I had not — when 
Phillis, who had been missing just at the last 
moment of our hurried visit, re-appeared, 
y with a little nosegay of this same flower, which 
she was tying up with a blade of grass. She 
offered it to Holdsworth as he stood with her 
father on the point of departure. I saw their 
faces. I saw for the first time an unmistakable 
look of love in his black eyes ; it was more 
than gratitude for the little attention ; it was 
tender and beseeching — passionate. She 
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me ; and partly to hide her emotion, partly out 
of real kindness at what might appear ungra- 
cious neglect of an older friend, she flew off to 
gather me a few late-blooming China roses. 
But it was the first time she heid ever done 
anything of the kind for me. 

We had to walk fast to be back on thelioe 
before the men's return, so we spoke but lit- 
tle to each other, and of course the aflemoon 
was too much occupied for us to have any 
talk. In the evening we went back to oar 
joint lodgings in Hornby. There, on the table, 
lay a letter for Holdsworth, which had been 
forwarded to him from Eltham. As our tea 
was ready, and I had had nothing to eat since 
morning, I fell to directly without paying 
much attention to my companion as he opened 
and read his letter. He was very silent for 
a few minutes ; at length he said, — 

** Old fellow ! I'm going to leave you ! " 

"Leave me I" said I. "How? When?" 
" This letter ought to have come to hand 
sooner. It is from Greathed, the engineer" 
(Greathed was well known in those days ; he ifi 
dead now, and his name half-forgotten); he 
wants to see me about some business ; in fiaict, I 
may as well tell you, Paul, this letter OGutains 
a very advantageous proposal for me to go out 
to Canada, and superintend the making of a 
line there. " 

I was in utter dismay. 

* * But what will our company say to that ? " 

"Oh, Greathed has the superintendence of 
this line, you know ; and he is going to be 
engineer in chief to this Canadian line ; many 
of the shareholders in this company are going 
in for the other, so I fancy they will make 
no difficulty in following Greathed 's lead ; he 
says he has a young man ready to put in 
my place." 

" I hate him," said I. 

" Thank you," said Holdsworth, laughing. 

" But you must not," he resumed ; "for 
this is a very good thing for me, and, of 
course, if no one can be found to take my in- 
ferior work, I can't be spared to take the su- 
perior. 1 only wish I had received this letter 
a day sooner. Every hour is of consequence, 
for Qjreathed says they are threatening a rival 
line. Do you know, Paul, I almost fancy I 
must go up to-night ? I can take an engine 
back to Eltham, and catch the night train. I 
should not like Greathed to think me luke- 
warm." 
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" Bat you'll come back? " I asked, die- 
tressed at the thought of this sudden part- 
ing. 

<' Ob, yes ! At least I hope so. They 
may want me to go out by the next steamer ; 
that will be on Saturday." He began to eat 
and drink standing, but I think he was quite 
unconscious of the nature of either his food 
or his drink. 

*< I will go to-night. Activity and readi- 
ness go a long way in our profession. Re- 
member that, my boy ! I hope I shall come 
back, but if I don't, be sure and recollect all 
the words of wisdom that have fallen from 
my lips. Now where's the portmanteau? 
If I can gain half an hour for a gathering up 
of my things in Eltham, so much the better. 
I'm clear of debt, anyhow ; and what I owe 
for my lodgings you can pay for me out of my 
quarter's salary, due Nov. 4th." 

" Then you don't think you will come 
back? " I said, despondingly. 

I will come back sometime, never fear. 
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<< How one's thoughts change, — this morn- 
ing I was full of a hope, Paul." He paused, 
anfl then he said, — 

<< You put that sketch in itrefully ? " 

< < That outline of a head ? ' ' asked I. But 
I kne^e meant an abortive sketch of Phil- 
lis, which had not been successful enough for 
him to complete it with shading or coloring. 

♦* Yes. What a sweet innocent face it is I 
and yet so — Oh, dear ! " 

He sighed and got up, his hands in his 
pockets, to walk up and down the room in 
evident disturbance of mind. He suddenly 
stopped opposite to me. 

'' You'll tell them how it all was. Be sure 
and tell the good minister that I was so sorry 
not to wish him good-by, and to thank him 
and his wife for all their kindness. As for 
Phillis, — please God in two years I'll be back 
and tell her myself all in my heart." 

*» You love Phillis, then? " said I. 

" Love her ! — ^yes, that 1 do. Who could 
help it, seeing her as I have done? Her 



said he, kindly. << I may be baisk in a couple I character as unusual and rare as her beauty ! 



of days, having been found incompetent for 
the Canadian work ; or I may not bo vranted 
to go out 80 soon as I now anticipate. Any- 
how, you don't suppose I am going to forget 
you, Paul — this work out there ought not to 
take me above two years, and perhaps, after 
that, we may be employed together again." 
Perhaps! I had very little hope. The 

I same kind of happy days never returns. 
However, I did all I could in helping him : 
clothes, papers, books, instruments ; how we 
pushed and struggled— how I stuffed ! All 
was done in a much shorter time than we had 
calculated upon, when I had run down to the 

; Bheds to order the engine. I was going to 
drive him to Eltham. We sat ready for a 
summons. Holdsworth took up the little 
nosegay that he had brought away from the 
Hope Farm, and had laid on the mantel-piece 
on first coming into the room. He smelt at 

! it, and caressed it with his lips. 

" What grieves me is that I did not know 

! —that I have not said good-by to — to them." 
He spoke in a grave tone, the shadow of 
the coming separation falling upon him at 
last. 

" I will ten them," said I. *' I am sure 
they will be very sorry." Then we were si- 
lent. 

j ** I never liked any family so much." 
" I knew you would like them." 



God bless her ! God keep her in her high 
tranquillity, her pure innocence ! Two years ! 
It is a long time. But she lives in such se- 
cl.usion, almost like the sleeping beauty, 
Paul," — (he v^ smiling now, though a min- 
ute before I had thought him on the verge of 
tears,) — '< but I shall come back like a prince 
from Canada, and waken her to my love. I 
can't help hoping that it wont be aifficult, eh, 
Paul?" 

This touch of coxcombry displeased me a 
little, and I made no answer. He went on, 
half apologetically, — 

** You see, the salary they offer me is large ; 
and beside that, this experience will give me 
a name which will entitle me to expect a still 
larger in any future undertaking." 

«* That wont influence Phillis." 

'' No ! but it will make me more eligible in 
the eyes of her father and mother." 

I made no answer. 

** You give me your best wishes, Paul," 
said he, almost pleading. '* You would like 
me for a cousin? '• 

I heard the scream and whistle of the en- 
gine ready down at the sheds. 

" Ay, that I should," I replied, suddenly 
softened towards my friend now that he was 
going away. " I wish you were to be mar- 
ried to-morrow, and I were to be best man." 

" Thank you, lad. Now for this cursed 
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portmaDteau ; (how the minister -would be 
shocked ! ) but it is heavy ! " aud off we sped 
into the darkness. 

He only just JJught the night train at El- 
tham, and I slept, desolately enough, at my 
old lodgings at Miss Dawson's, for that%ight. 
Of course the next few days I was busier than 
ever, doing both his work and my own. Then 
came a letter from him, very short and affec- 
tionate. He was going out in the Saturday 
steamer, as he had more than half expected ; 
and by the following Monday the man who 
was to succeed him would be down at El- 
tham. There was a P.S., with only these 
words : — 

* * My nosegay goes with me to Canada ; but 
I do not need it to remind me of Hope Farm." 

Saturday came ; but it was very late before 
I could go out to the farm. It was a frosty 
night ; the stars shone clear above me, and 
the road was crisping beneath my feet. They 
must have heard my footsteps before I got up 
to the house. They were sitting at their usual 
employments in the house-place when I went 
in. Phillis's eyes went beyond me in their 
look of welcome, and then fell in quiet disap- 
pointment on her work. 

*«And Where's Mr. Holdsworth?" asked 
Cousin Holman, in a minute or two. ** I 
hope his cold is not worse, — I did not like 
his short cough." 

I laughed awkwardly ; for I felt that I was 
the bearer of unpleasant news. 

** His cold had need be better — for he's 
gone — gone away to Canada ! " 

I purposely looked away from Phillis, as I 
thus abruptly told my news. 

" To Canada ! " said the minister. 

'* Gone away ! " said his wife. 
' But no word from Phillis. 

»* Yes! " said I. " He found a letter at 
Hornby when we got home the other night — 
when we got home from here ; he ought to 
have got it sooner ; he was ordered to go up 
to London directly, and to see some people 
about a new line in Canada, and he's gone 
to lay it down ; he has sailed to-day. He 
was sadly grieved not to have time to come 
out and wish you all good-by ; but he started 
for London within two hours after he got that 
letter. He bade me thank you most grate- 
fully for all your kindnesses ; he was very 
sorry not to come here once again." 

Phillis got up, and left the room with 
noiseless steps. 



** I aA very sorry," said the minister. 

" I am sure so am I! " said Cousin Hol- 
man. << I was real fond of that lad ever 
since I nursed him last June after that bad 
fever." 

The minister went on asking me questions 
respecting Holdsworth 's future plans ; and 
brought out a large, old-fashioned atlas, that 
he might find out the exact places between 
which the new railroad was to run. Then 
supper was ready ; it was always on the table 
as soon as the clock on the stairs struck eight, 
and down came Phillis — her face white and 
set, her dry eyes looking defiance to me, for 
I am afraid I hurt her maidenly pride by my 
glance of sympathetic interest as she entered 
the room. Never a word did she say — never 
a question did she ask about the absent friend, 
yet she forced herself to talk. 

And so it was all the next day. She was 
as pale as could be, like one who has received 
some< shock ; but she would not let me talk 
to her, and she tried hard to behave as usual. 
Two or three times I repeated, in public, the 
various affectionate messages to the- family 
with which I was charged by Holdsworth ; 
but she took no more notice of them than if 
my words had been empty air. And in this 
mood I left her on the sabbath evening. 

My new master was not half so indulgent 
as my old one. He kept up strict discipline 
as to hours, so that it was some time before I 
could again go out, even to pay a call at the 
Hope Farm. 

It was a cold, misty evening in November. 
The air, even indoors, seemed full* of haze; 
yet there was a great log burning on the 
hearth, which ought to have made the room 
cheerful. Cousin Holman and Phillis were 
sitting at the little round table before the fire, 
working away in silence. The minister had 
his books out on the dresser, seemingly deep 
in study, by the light of his solitary candle ; 
perhaps the fear of disturbing him made the 
unusual stillness of the room . But a welcome 
was ready for me from all; not noisy, not 
demonstrative— -that it never was ; my damp 
wrappers were taken off, the next meal was 
hastened, and a chair placed for me on one 
side of the fire, so that I pretty much com- 
manded a view of the room. My eye caught 
on Phillis, looking so pale and weary, and 
with a sort of aching tone (if I may call it so) 
in her voice. She was doing all the at^cueh 
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tomed things — falfiUing small household da- 
ties, but somehow diflferently — I can't tell you 
bow, for she was just as deh and quick in her 
movements, only the light spring was gone 
out of them. Cousin Holman began to ques- 
tion me ; eyen the minister put aside his books, 
and came and stood on the opposite side of 
the fireplace, to hear what waft of intelligence 
[ brought. I had first to tell them why I had 
not been to see them for so long — ^more than 
five weeks. The answer was simple enough; 
business and the necessity of attending strictly 
to the orders of a new fluperintendent, who 
had not yet learned trust, much less indul- 
gence. The minister nodded his approval of 
my conduct, and said, — 

"Right, Paul! 'Servants, obey in all 
things your masters according to the flesh.' 
I have had my fears lest you had too much 
license under Edward Holdsworth." 

*» Ah," said Cousin Holman, ** poor Mr. 
Holdsworth, he'll be on the salt seas by this 
time!" 

«* No, indeed," said I, ** he's landed. I 
have had a letter &om him from Halifax." 

Immediately a shower of questions fell 
thick upon me. When? How? What was 
be doing? How did he like it? What sort 
ofa voyage? etc. 

" Many is the time we have thought of him 
when the wind was blowing so hard ; the old 
quince-tree is blown down, Paul, that on the 
right-hand of the great pear-tree ; it was blown 
down last Monday week, and it was that night 
that I asked' the minister to pray in an espe- 
cial manner for all them that went down in 
ships upon the great deep, and he said then, 
that Mr. Holdsworth might be already landed ; 
but I said, even if the prayer did not fit him, 
it was sure to be fitting somebody out at sea, 
who would need the Lord's care. Both Phil- 
lis and I thought he would be a month on the 
fleas." 

Phillis began to speak, but her voice did 
not come rightly at first. It was a little 
higher pitched than usual, when she said — 

"We thought he would be a month if he 
went in a sailing-vessel, or perhaps longer. 
I suppose he went in a steamer ? " 

" Old Obadiah Grimshsrw was more than 
tax weeks in getting to America," observed 
Cousin Holman. 

" I presume he cannot as yet tell how 
he likes his new work?" asked the minis- 
ter. 
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*< No ! he is but just landed ; it is but 
one page long. I'll read it to you, shall I? — 

" Dear Paul, — We are safe onshore, after 
a rough passage. Thought you would like 
to hear this, but homeward-bound steamer is 
making signals for letters. Will write again 
soon. It seems a year since I left Hornby. 
Longer since I was at the farm. I havesot 
my nosegay safe. Bemember me to the Hoi 
mans. Yours, 

«*E. H." 

^'That's not much, certainly," said the 
minister. << But it's a comfort to know he's 
on land these blowy ijights." 

Phillis said nothing. She kept her head 
bent down over her work ; but I don't think 
she put a stitch in, while I was reading the 
letter. I wondered if she understood what 
nosegay was meant; but I pould not tell. 
When next she lifted up her face, there were 
two spots of brilliant color on the cheeks that 
had been so pale before. After I had spent 
an hour or two there, I was bound to return 
back to Hornby. I told them I did not know 
wlien I could come again, as we — by which 
I mean the company — had undertaken the 
Hensleydale line ; that branch for which poor 
Holdsworth was surveying when he caught 
his fever. 

'* But you'll have a holiday at Christmas," 
said my cousin . * < Surely they '11 not be such 
heathens as to work you then ? " 

<* Perhaps the lad will be going home," 
said the minister, as if to mitigate his wife's 
urgency ; but for all that, I believe he wanted 
me to come. Phillis fixed her eyes on me 
with a wistful expression, hard to resist. 
But, indeed, I had no thought of resisting. 
Under my new master I had no hope of a 
holiday long enough to enable me to go to 
Birmingham and see my parents with any 
comfort ; and nothing could be pleasanter to 
me than to find myself at home at my cousin's 
for a day or two, then. So it was fixed that 
we were to meet in Hornby Chapel on Christ- 
mas-Day, and that I was to accompany them 
home after service, and if possible to stay 
over the next day. 

I was not able to get to chapel till late on 
the appointed day, and so I took a seat near 
the door in considerable shame, although it 
really was not my fault. When the service 
was ended,! went and stood in the porch to 
await the coming out of my cousins. Some 
worthy people belonging to the congregation 
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clastercd iDto a group jast where I stood, and 
exchanged the good wishes of the season. It 
had jast hegun to snow, and this occasioned 
a little delay, and they fell into further con- 
versation. I was not attending to what was 
not meant for me to hear, till I caught the 
name of Phillis Holman. And then I lis- 
tened ; where was the harm ? 

** I never saw any one so changed ! " 

*< I asked Mrs. Holman," quoth another, 
" * is Phillis well ? ' and she, just said she had 
been having a cold which had pulled her 
down ; she did not seem to think anything of 
it." 

** They had best take care of her," said one 
of the oldest of the good ladies ; " Phillis 
comes of a family as is not long-lived. Her 
mother's sister, Lydia Green, her own aunt 
as was, died of a decline just when she was 
about this lass's age." 

This ill-obaened talk was broken in upon 
by the coming out of the minister, hia wife 
and daughter, and the consequent interchange 
of Christmas compliments. I had had a 
shock, and felt heavy-hearted and anxious, 
and hardly up to making the appropriate re- 
plies to the kind greetings of my relations. 
I looked askance at Phillis. She had cer- 
tainly grown taller and slighter, and was 
thinner ; but there was a flush of color on her 
face which deceived me for a time, and made 
me think she was looking as well as ever. I 
only saw her paleness after we had returned 
to the farm, and she had subsided into silence 
and quiet. Her gray eyes looked hollow and 
sad ; her complexion was of a dead white. 
But she went about just as usual ; at least, 
just as she had done the last time I was there, 
and seemed to have no ailment ; and I was 
inclined to think that my cousin was right 
when she had answered the inquiries of the 
good-natured gossips, and told them that 
Phillis was suffering from the consequences 
of a bad cold, nothing more. 

I have said that I was to stay over the 
next day ; a great deal of snow had come 
down, but not all, they said, though the 
ground was covered deep with the white fall. 
The minister was anxiously housing his cat- 
tle, and preparing all things for a long con- 
tinuance of the same kind of weather. The 
men were chopping wood, sending wheat to 
the mill to be ground before the road should 
become impassable for a cart and horse. My 
cousin and Phillis had gone up-stairs to the 
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apple-room to cover up the fruit from the 
frost. I had been out the greater part of 
the morning, and came in about an hour be- 
fore dinner. To my surprise, knowing how 
she had planned to be engaged, I found Phil- 
lis sitting at the dresser, resting her head on 
her two hands and reading, or seenaing to 
read. She did not look up when I came in, 
but murmured something about her mother 
having sent her down out of the cold. It 
flashed across me that she was crying, but I 
put it down to some little spirt of temper ; I 
might have known better than to suspect the \ 
gentle, serene Phillis of crossness, poor girl ! | 
I stooped down, and began to stir and build | 
up the fire, which appeared to have been neg- 
lected. While my head was down I heard a 
noise which made me pause and listen— a 
sob, an unmistakable, irrepressible sob. I; 
started up. \ 

"Phillis!" I cried, going towards her,| 
with my hand out, to take hers for sympathy 
with her sorrow, whatever it was. But shei 
was too quick for me ; she held her hand out j 
of my grasp, for fear of my detaining her ; as | 
she quickly passed out of the house, shej 
said, — 

"Don't, Paul! I cannot bear it!" and 
passed me, still sobbing, and went out into i 
the keen, open air. 

I stood stiU and wondered. What could j 
have come to Phillis? The most perfect har- 
mony prevailed in the family, and PhilHs es- 
pecially, good and gentle as she was, was so 
beloved that if they had found out that her 
finger ached, it would have cast a shadow 
over their hearts. Had I done anything to 
vex her ? No : she was crying before I came 
in. I went to look at her book^one of those 
unintelligible Italian books. I could make 
neither head nor tail of it. I saw some pen- 
cil-notes on the margin, in Holdsworth's 
handwriting. 

Could that be it 7 Could that be the canse 
of her white looks, her weary eyes, her 
wasted figure, her struggling sobs? This 
idea came upon me like a flash of lightning 
on a dark night, making all things so clear 
we cannot forget them afterwards when the 
gloomy obscurity returns. I was still stand* 
ing with the book in my hand when I heard 
Cousin Holman 's footsteps on the stairs, and 
as I did not wish to speak to her just then, I 
followed Phillis's example, and rushed out of 
the house. The snow was lying on tb« 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



groand ; I ooold track her feet by the marks 
they had made ; I could see where Rover had 
joined her. I followed on till I came to a 
great stack of wood in the orchard — it was 
built up against the back wall of the out- 
buildings, — and I recollected then how Phil- 
lis had told me, that first day when we 
strolled about together, that nndemeath this 
stack had been her hermitage, her sanctuary, 
when she was a child ; how she used to bring 
her book to study there, or her work when 
she was not wanted in the house ; and she 
had now evidently gone back to this quiet re- 
treat of her childhood, forgetful of the clue 
given me by her footmarks on the new-fallen 
snow. The stack was built-up very high, 
but through the interstices of the sticks I 
could see her figure, although I did not all at 
once perceive how I could get to her. She was 
sitting on a log of wood. Rover by her. She 
had laid her cheek on Rover's hc»d, knd had 
her arm round his neck, partly for a pilloWt 
partly from an instinctive craving for warmth 
on that bitter cold day. She was making a 
low moan, like an animal in pain, or perhaps 
more like the sobbing of the wind. Rover, 
highly flattered by her caress, and also, per- 
haps, touched by sympathy, was flapping his 
heavy tall against the ground, but not other- 
wise moving a hair, until he heard my ap- 
proach with his quick erected ears. Then, 
with a short, abrupt bark of distrust, he 
sprang up as if to leave his mistress. Both 
he and I were immovably still for a moment. 
I was not sure if what I longed to do was 
wise: and yet I could not bear to see the 
sweet serenity of my dear cousin's life so dis- 
turbed by a su£kring which I thought I could 
assuage. But^*Rover's ears were sharper 
than my breathing was noiseless : he heard 
me, and sprang out from under Phillis's re- 
straining hand. 
I ** O Rover, don't you leave me too !" she 
I plained out. 

! " Phillis ! " said I, seeing by Rover's exit 
I that the entrance to where she sat was to be 
t found on the other side of the stack. < ' Phil- 
' lis, come out ! You have got a cold already ; 
and it is not fit for you to sit there on such a 
day as this. You know how displeased and 
\ anxious it would make them all." 
^ She sighed, but obeyed : stooping a little, 
I she came out, and stood upright, opposite to 
I me in the lonely, leafless orchard. Her face 
looked so meek and so sad that I felt as if I 
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ought to beg her pardon for my necessarily 
authoritative words. 

<< Sometimes I feel the house so close," 
she said ; *' and I used to sit under the wood- 
stack when I was a child. It was very kind 
of you, but there was no need to come after 
me. I don't catch cold easily." 

*< Come with me into this cow-house, Phil- 
lis. I have got something to say to you; 
and I can't stand this cold, if you can." 

I think she would have fain run away 
again ; but her fit of energy was all spent. 
She followed me unwillingly enough — that I 
could see. The place to which I took her 
was full of the fragrant breath of the cows, 
and was a little warmer than the outer air. 
I put her inside, and stood myself in the 
doorway, thinking how I could best begin. 
At last I plunged into it. 

<< I must see that you don't get cold for 
more reasons than one ; if you are iU, Holds- 
worth will be so anxious and miserable out 
there " (by which I meant Canada) — 

She shot one penetrating look at me, and 
then turned her face away with a slightly 
impatient movement. If she could have run 
away then she would, but I held the means 
of exit in my own power. *< In for a penny 
in for a pound," thought I, and I went on 
rapidly, anyhow, — 

*< He talked so much about you, just be- 
fore he left — that night after he had been 
here, you know — and you had given him 
those flowers." She put her hands up to 
hide her fiM», but she was listening now — 
listening with all her ears. 

*<He had never spoken much about you 
before, but the sudden going away unlocked 
his heart, and he told me how he loved you, 
and how he hoped on his return that you 
might be his wife. " 

<< Don't," said she, almost gasping out the 
word, which she had tried once or twice be- 
fore to speak ; but her voice had been choked. 
Now she put her hand backwards ; she had 
quite turned away from me, and felt for 
mine. . She gave it a soft, lingering pressure ; 
and then she put her arms down on the 
wooden division, and laid her head on it, and 
cried quiet tears. I did not understand her 
at once, and feared lest I had mistaken th^ 
whole case, and only annoyed her. I went 
up to her. '•^O Phillis ! I am so sorry — I 
thought you would, perhaps, have cared to 
hear it ; he did talk so feelingly, as if he did 
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love you bo much, and somehow I thought it 
would give you pleasure." 

She lifted up her head and looked at me. 
Such a look ! Her eyes, glittering with 
tears as they were, expressed an almost 
heavenly happiness; her tender mouth was 
curved with rapture— her color vivid and 
hlushing ; but as if she was afraid her face 
expressed too much, more than the thankful- 
ness to me she was essaying to speak, she hid 
it again almost immediately. So it was all 
right then, and my oonjecture was well- 
founded! I tried to remember something 
more to tell her of what he had said, but 
again she stopped me. 

<' Don't," she said. She still kept her 
face covered and hidden. In half a minute 
she added, in a very low voice* " Please, 
Paul, I think I would rather not hear any 
more — ^I don't mean but what I have — ^but 
what I am very much obliged — Only — only, 
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I think I would rather hear the rest from 
himself when he comes back." 

And then she cried, a little more, in qaite 
a different way. I did not say any more ; I 
waited for her. By and by she turned tow- 
ards me — ^not meeting my eyes, however; 
and putting her hand in mine just as if we 
were two cliildren, she said, — 

** We had best go back now — I don't look 
as if I had been crying, do I? " 

" You look as if you had a bad cold," was 
all the answer 1 made. 

" Oh ! but I am — ^I am quite well, only 
cold ; and a good run will vmrm me. Gome 
along, Paul." 

So we ran, hand in hand, till^ just as 
we were on the threshold of the house, she 
stopped — 

<< Paul, please, we wont speak about thai 
again." 
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PART IT. 

Whbn I went oyer on Easter-Day I heard the 
chapel-gossips eomplimenting Coasin Holman 
on her daughter's blooming looks, qaite forget- 
ful of their sinister prophecies tluree months 
before. And I looked at Phillis, and did not 
wonder at their words. I had not seen her 
since the day after Christmas-Day. Irhad 
left the Hope Farm only a few hours after I 
had told her the news which had quickened 
her heart into renewed life and vigor. The 
remembrance of our conversation in the cow- 
house was vividly in my mind as I looked at 
her when her bright, healthy appearance was 
remarked upon. As her eyes met mine, our 
mutual recollections flashed intelligence from 
one to the other. She turned away, her color 
heightening as she did so. She seemed to be 
fihy of me for the first few hours after our 
meeting, and I felt rather vexed with her for 
her conscious avoidance of me after my long 
absence. I had stepped a little out of my 
usual line in telling her what I did ; not that 
I had received any charge of secrecy, or given 
even the slightest promise toHoldsworth that 
I would not repeat his words. But I had an 
uneasy feeling sometimes when I thought of 
what I had done in the excitement of seeing 
Phillis BO ill and in so much trouble. I 
meant to have told Holdsworth when I wrote 
next to him ; but when I had my half-finished 
letter before me, I sat with my pen in my 
hand hesitating. I had more scruple in re- 
vealing what I had found out or guessed at 
of ^Phillis's secret than in repeating to her his 
spoken words. I did not think I had any 
right to say out to him what I believed; 
namely, that she loved him dearly, and had 
felt his absence even to the injury of her 
health. Yet to explain what I had done in 
telling her how he had spoken about her that 
last night, it would be necessary to give my 
reasons, so I had settled within myself fo 
leave it alone . As she had told me she should 
like to hear all the details and fuller particu- 
lars and more explicit declarations first from 
him, so he should have the pleasure of ex- 
tracting the delicious tender secret from her 
maidenly lips. I would not betray my guesses, 
my surmises, my all-but-certain knowledge 
of the state of her heart. I had received two 
letters from him after he had settled to his 
business ; they were full of life and energy ; 
but in each there< had been a message to the 
family at the Hope Farm of more than com- 
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mon regard ; and a slight bat distinct men- 
tion of Phillis herself, flowing that she stood 
single and alone in his memory. These let- 
ters I had sent on to the minister, for he was 
sore to care for them, even supposing he had 
been unacquainted with their writer, because 
they were «o clever and so picturesquely 
worded that they brought, as it were, a whiff 
of foreign atmosphere into his circumscribed 
life. I used to wonder what was the trade or 
business in which the minister would not have 
thriven, mentally, I mean, if it had so hap- 
pened that he had been called into that state. 
He would have made a capital engineer, that 
I know ; and he had a £&ncy for the sea, like 
many other land-locked men to whom the 
great deep is a mystery and a fiiscination. 
He 'read> law-books with relish ; and, once 
happening to borrow " De Lolme on the Brit- 
ish Constitution" (or some such title) , he 
talked about jurispradenDe till he was fiu be- 
yond my depth. But to return to Holds- 
worth's letters. When: the minister sent 
them back he also wrote out a list of ques- 
tions suggested by their perusal, which I was 
to pass on.in my answers to Holdsworth, un- 
til I thought of suggesting a direct corre- 
spondence between the two. That was the 
state of things as regarded the absent one 
when I went to the fiirm for my Easter visit, 
and when I found Phillis in that state of shy 
reserve towards me which I have named be- 
fore. I thought she was ungrateful ; for I 
was not quite sure if I had done wisely in 
having told her what I did. I had commit- 
ted a &ult, or a folly perhaps, and all for her 
sake ; and here was she,- less friends with me 
than she had ever been before. This little 
estrangement only lasted a few hours. I 
think that as soon as she felt pretty sure of 
there being no recurrence, either by word, 
look, or allusion, to the one subject that was 
predominant in her mind, she came back to 
her old sisterly ways with me. She had much 
to tell me of her own fieimiliar interests ; how 
Rover had been ill, and how anxious they had 
all of them been, and how, after some little 
discussion between her father and her, both 
equally grieved by the sufferings of the old 
dog, he had been <* remembered in the house- 
hold prayers," and how he had begun to get 
better only the very next day, and then she 
would have led me into a conversation on the 
right fods of prayer, and on special provi- 
dences, and I know not what ; only I "jibbed ' ' 
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like their old cart-horse, and refased to stir 
a step in that direction. Then we talked 
aboat the different broods of chickens, and 
she showed me the hens that were good moth- 
ers, and told me the characters of all the 
poultry with the utmost good foith ; and in 
all good faith I listened, for I believe there 
was a great deal of trath in all she said. 
And then we strolled on into the wood be- 
yond the ash-meadow, and both of us sought 
for early primroses, and the fresh, green crin- 
kled leaves. She was not afraid of being 
alone with me afler the first day. I never 
saw her so lovely, or so happy. I think she 
hardly knew why she was so happy all the 
time. I can see her now, standing under the 
budding branches of the gray trees, over 
which a tinge of green seemed to be deepen- 
ing day after day, her sun-bonnet fallen back 
on her neck, her hands full of delicate wood- 
flowers, quite unconscious of my gaze, but 
intent on sweet mockery of some bird in 
neighboring bush or tree. She had the art of 
warbling, and replying to the notes of differ- 
ent birds, and knew their song, their habks 
and ways, more accurately than any one else 
I ever knew. She had often done it at my 
request the spring before ; but this year she 
really gurgled and whistled and warbled just 
as they did, out of the very fulness and joy 
of her heart. She was more than ever the 
very apple of her father's eye ; her mother 
gave her both her own share of love, and that 
of the dead child who had died in infancy. I 
have heard Cousin Holman murmur, after a 
long, dreamy look at Phillis, and tell herself 
how like she was growing to Johnnie, and 
soothe herself with plaintive, inarticulate 
sounds, and many gentle shakes of the head, 
for the aching sensevof loss she would never 
get over in this world. The old servants 
about the place had the dumb loyal attach- 
ment to the child of the land, common to 
most agricultural laborers ; not often stirred 
into activity or expression. My Cousin Phil- 
lis was like a rose that had come to full bloom 
on a sunny side of a lonely house, sheltered 
from storms. I have read in some book of 
poetry — 

** A maid whom there were none to praise. 
And very few to love." 

And somehow, those lines always remind me 
of Phillis ; yet they were not true of her 
either. I never heard her praised ; and out 



of her own household there were very few to 
love her ; but though no one spoke out their 
approbation, she always did right in her par- 
ents' eyes, out of her natural simple goodnesB 
and wisdom. Holdsworth's name was never 
mentioned between us when we were alone ; 
but I had sent on his letters to the minister, 
as I hare said ; and more than once he began 
to talk about our absent friend, when he was 
smoking his pipe after the day's work was 
done. Then Phillis hung her head a little 
over her work, and listened in silence. 

'< I miss him more than I thought for; no 
offence to you, Paul. I said once his com- 
pany was like dram-drinking ; that was be- 
fore I knew him ; and perhaps I spoke in a 
spirit of judgment. To some men's minds 
eveiything presents itself strongly, and they 
speak accordingly ; and so did'* he. And I 
thought in my vanity of censorship that bis 
were not true and sober words ; they would 
not have been if I had used them, but they 
were so to a man of his class of perceptions. 
I thought of the measure with which I bad 
been meting to him when Brother Robinson 
was here last Thursday, and told me that a 
poor little quotation I was making from the 
Georgics savored of vain babbling and profane 
heathenism. He went so far: as to say that, 
by learning other languages than our own, 
we were flying in the face of the Lord's pur- 
pose when he had said, at the building of 
the Tower of Babel, that he would confound 
their languages so that they should not under- 
stand each other's speech. As Brother Rob- 
inson was to me, so was I to the quick wits, 
bright senses, and ready words of Holds- 
worth." 

The first little cloud upon my peace came 
in the shape of a letter from Canada, in which 
there were two or three sentences that troubled 
me more than they ought to have done, to judge 
merely from the words employed. It was 
this : ** I should feel dreary enough in this 
out-of-the way place if it were not for a friend- 
ship I have formed with a French Canadian 
of the name of Yentadour. He and his famUy 
are a great resource to me in the long even- 
ings. I never heard such delicious vocal mu- 
sic as the voices of these Yentadour boys and 
girls in their part-songs ; and the foreign 
element retained in their characters and man- 
ner of living reminds me of some of the hap- 
piest days of my life. Lucille, the second 
daughter, is curiously like Phillis Holman." 
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In Tain I said to myself that it waci probably 
this likeness that made him take pleasure in 
the society of the Yentadour fiimily . In vain 
I told my anxious &ncy that nothing ooold 
j be more natural than this intimacy, and that 
there was no sign of its leading to any conse- 
quence that ought to disturb me. I had a 
presentiment, and I was disturbed ; and I 
could not reason it away. I dare say my 
presentiment was rendered more presistent 
and keen by the doubts which would force 
themselves into my mind, as to whether I bad 
doDe well in repeating Holdsworth's words 
to Phillis. Her state of vivid happiness this 
Bummer was markedly different to the peace- 
ful serenity of former days. If in my thought- 
faluess at noticing this I caught her eye, she 
blushed and sparkled all over, guessing that I 
was remembering our joint secret. Her eyes 
fell before mine, as if she could hardly bear 
me to see the revelation of their bright glances. 
And yet I considered again, and comforted 
myself by the reflection that, if this change 
had been anything more than my silly £eincy, 
I her father or her mother would have perceived 
I it. But they went on in tranquil uncon- 

Bciousnees and undisturbed peace. 
I A change in my own life was quickly ap- 
I preaching. In the July of this year my oc- 

I cnpation on the ^railway and its branches 

j came to an end. The lines were completed, 

i and I was to leave shire, to return to Bir- 

I mingham, where there was a niche already 
provided for me in my father's prosperous 
business. But before I left the north it vras 
an understood thing amongst us all that I was 
, to go and pay a visit of some weeks at the 
Hope Farm. My lather was as much pleased 
at this plan as I was ; and the dear family of 
cousins often spoke of things to be done, and 
Bights to be shown me, during this visit. My 
want of wisdom in having told " that thing " 
(ouder such ambiguous words I concealed 
the injudicious confidence I had made to Phil- 
lis) was the only drawback to my anticipa- 
tions of pleasure. 

The ways of life were too simple at the 
Hope Farm for my coming to them to make 
the slightest disturbance. I knew my room, 
like a son of the house. I knew the regular 
course of their days, and that I was expected 
to fall into it, like one of the family. Deep 
sammer peace brooded over the place ; the 
Warm golden air was filled with the murmur 
of insects near at hand, the more distant 
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sound of voices out in the fields, the clear far- 
away rumble of carts over the stone-paved 
lanes miles away. The heat was too great 
for the birds to be singing ; only now and 
then one might hear the wood-pigeons in 
the trees beyond the ash-field. The cattle 
stood knee-deep in the pond, flicking their 
tails about to keep off the flies. The minis- 
ter stood in the bay-field, without hat or cra- 
vat, coat or waistcoat, panting and smiling. 
Phillis had been leading the row of farm- 
servants, turning the swathes of fragrant bay 
with measured movement She went to the 
end — to the hedge, and then, throwing down 
her rake, she came to me with her free sis- 
terly welcome. 

<<Go, Paul ! " said the minister ; *< we need 
all hands to make use of the sunshine to-day. 
'Whatsoever thine hand findeth to do, do it 
with all thy might.' It wiU be a healthy 
change of work for thee, lad ; and I find my 
best rest in change of work." 

So off I went, a willing laborer, following 
Pbillis's lead { it was the primitive distino- 
tion of rank ; the boy who frightened the 
sparrows off the fruit was the last in our rear. 
We did not leave off till the red sun was 
gone down behind the fir-trees bordering the 
common. Then we went home to supper — 
prayers — to bed ; some bird singing far into 
the night, as I heard it through my open 
window, and the poultry beginning their 
clatter and cackle in the earliest morning. 
I had carried what luggage I immediately 
needed with me from my lodgings, and the 
rest was to be sent by the carrier. He 
brought it to the farm betimes that morning, 
and along with it he brought a letter or two 
that bad arrived since I had left. I was 
talking to Cousin Holman — about my moth- 
er's ways of making bread, I remember; 
Cousin Holman was questioning me, and had 
got me far beyond my depth — in the house- 
place, when the letters were brought in by 
one of the men, and I had to pay the carrier 
for his trouble before I could look at them. 
A bill — a Canadian letter! What instinct 
made me so thankful that I vras alone with 
my dear, unobservant cousin ? What made 
me hurry them away into my coat-pocket? 
1 do not know. I felt strange and sick, and 
made irrelevant answers, I am afraid. Then 
I went to my room, ostensibly to carry up my 
boxes. I sat on the side of my bed and 
opened my letter from Holdsworth . It seemed 



40 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



to me as if I had read its oonteDts before, and 
knew exactly what he had got to say. 1 
knew he was going to be married to Lucille 
Yentadour ; nay, that he was married ; for 
this was the 5th of July, and he wrote word 
that his marriage was fixed to take place on 
the 29th of June. I knew all the reasons he 
gave, all the raptures he went into. I held 
the . letter loosely in my hands, and looked 
imd vacancy, yet I saw a chaffinch's nest on 
the lichen-covered trunk of an old apple-tree 
opposite my window, and saw the mother- 
bird come fluttering in to feed her brood, — 
and yet I did not see it, although it seemed 
to me afterwards as if I could have drawn 
every fibre, every feather. I vms stirred up 
to action by the merry sound of voices and 
the clamp of rustic feet coming home for the 
mid-day meal. I knew I must go down to 
dinner ; I knew, too, I must tell Phillis ; for, 
in his happy egotism, his new-fangled fop- 
pery, Holdsworth had put in a P.S., saying 
that he should send wedding-cards to me and 
some other Hornby and Eltham acquaint- 
ances, and <<to his kind friends at Hope 
Farm." Phillis had faded away to one 
among several " kind friends." I don't know 
how 1 got through dinner that day. I re- 
member forcing myself to eat, and talking 
hard ; but I also recollect the wondering look 
in the minister's eyes. He was not one to 
think evil without cause; but many a one 
would have taken me for drunk. As soon 
as I decently could I left the table, saying I 
would go out for a v^alk. At first I must 
have tried to stun reflection by rapid walk- 
ing, for I had lost myself on the high moor- 
lands far beyond the familiar, gprse-covered 
common, before I was obliged for very weari- 
ness to slacken my pace. I kept wishing — 
oh ! how fervently wishing — 1 had never com- 
mitted that blunder; that the one little half- 
hour's indiscretion could be blotted out. Al- 
ternating with this was anger against Holds- 
worth ; unjust enough , I dare say. I suppose 
I stayed in that solitary place for a good hour 
or more, and then I turned homewards, re- 
solving to get over the telling Phillis at the 
first opportunity, but shrinking from the ful- 
filment of my resolution so much that when 
I came into the house and saw Phillis (doors 
and windows open wide in the sultry weather) 
alone in the kitchen, I became quite sick with 
apprehension. She was standing by the 
dresser, cutting up a great household loaf 
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into hunches of bread for the hungry laW 
ers who might come in any minute, for the 
heavy thunder-clouds were overspreading the 
sky. She looked round as she heard my 
step. 

<'You should have been in the field, help- 
ing with the hay," said she, in her calm, 
pleasant voice. I had heard her as I came 
near the house softly chanting some hymn- 
tune, and the peacefulness of that seemed to 
be brooding over her bow. 

<* Perhaps I should. It looks as if it was 
going to rain." 

<<Yes; there is thunder about. Mother, 
has had to go to bed with one of her bad 
headaches. Now you are come in — " 

"Phillis," said I, rushing at my subject 
and interrupting her, <* I went a long walk 
to think over a letter I had this morning— a 
letter from Canada. You don't know how it 
has grieved me." I held it out to her as I 
spoke. Her color changed a little, bi\t it was 
more the reflection of my face, I think, than 
because she formed any definite idea from my 
words. Still she did not take the letter. I 
had to bid her read it, before she quite un- 
derstood what I wished . She sat down rather 
suddenly as she received it into her hands, 
and, spreading it on the dresser before her, 
she rested her forehead on the palms of her 
hands, her arms supported on the table, her 
figure a little averted, and her countenance 
thus shaded. I looked out of the open win- 
dow ; my heart was very heavy. How peace- 
ful it all seemed in the farmyard ! Peace and 
plenty. How still and deep vras the silence 
of the house! Tick- tick went the unseen 
clock on the wide staircase. I had heard the 
rustle once, when she turned over the page 
of thin paper. She must have read to the 
end, yet she did not move, or say a word, 
or even sigh. I kept on looking out of the 
window, my hands in my pockets. I wonder 
how long that time really was ? It seemed 
to me interminable — unbearable. At length 
I looked round at her. She must have felt 
my look, for she changed her attitude with a 
quick, sharp movement, and caught my eyes. 

**Don't look so sorry, Paul," she said. 
"Don't, please. I can't bear it. There is 
nothing to be sorry for. I think not, at 
least. You have not done wrong, at an^ 
rate." I felt that I groaned, but I don't 
think she heard me. "And he, — there's no 
wrong in his marrying, is there? I'm sure 
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I hope he'll be happy. Oh ! how I hope it ! '' 
These last words were like a wail ; bat I be- 
lieve she was afraid of breaking down, for she 
changed the key in which she spoke, and 
harried on. ^'Lacille — that's oar English 
Lacy, I suppose 7 Laoille Holdsworth ! It's 
a pretty name ; and I hop^ I forget what I 
was going to say. Oh ! it was this. Paal, 
I think we need nerer speak about this again ; 
only remember you are not to be sorry. Yoa 
have not done wrong ; you have been very, 
very kind ; and if I see you looking grieved I 
don't know what I might do ; I might break 
down, you know." 

1 think she was on the point of doing so 
then, but the dark storm came dashing down, 
and the thunder-doud broke right above the 
hoaee, as it seemed . Her mother, roused from 
deep, called out for Phillis; the men and 
women from the hayfield came running into 
shelter, drenched through . The minister fol- 
lowed, smiling, and not unpleasantly excited 
by the war of elements ; for, by dint of hard 
work through the long summer's day, the 
greater part of the hay was safely housed in 
the bam in the field. Once or twice in the 
succeeding bustle I came across Phillis, al- 
ways busy, and, as it seemed to me, always 
doing the right thing. When I was alone in 
my own room at night I allowed myself to 
feel relieved ; and to believe that the worst 
was over, and was not so very bad after all. 
But the succeeding days were very miserable. 
Sometimes I thought it must be my fancy that 
felsely represented Phillis to me as stnmgely 
changed, for surely, if this idea of mine was 
well founded, her parents — her father and 
mother — her own flesh and blood — would 
have been the first to perceive it. Tet they 
went on in their household peace and content ; 
if anything, a little more cheerfully than 
usual, for the *< harvest of the first-fruits," as 
the minister called it, had been more bounte- 
ous than usual, and there was plenty all 
around in which the humblest laborer was 
made to share . After the one thunder-storm , 
came one or two lovely serene summer days, 
during which the hayvras all carried; and 
then succeeded long soft rains filling the ears 
of corn, and causing the mown grass to spring 
afresh. The minister allowed himself a few 
more hours of relaxation and home enjoyment 
than usual during this wet spell ; hard earth- 
bound frost was his vnnter holiday; these 
wet days, after the Lay harvest, his summer 



holiday. We ntt with open windows, the 
fragrance and the freshness called out by 
the sofl-fiilling rain filling the house-place ; 
while the quiet, ceaseless patter among the 
leaves outside ought to have had the same 
lulling effect as all other gentle perpetual 
sounds, such as mill-wheels and bubbling 
springs, have on the nerves of happy people. 
But two of us were not happy. I was sure 
enough of myself, for one. I was worse than 
sure, — I was wretchedly anxious about Phil- 
lis. Ever since that day of the thunderstorm 
there had been a new, sharp, discordant sound 
to me in her voice, a sort of jangle in her tone ; 
and her restless eyes had no quietness in 
them ; and her color came and went with- 
out a cause that I could find out. The 
minister, happy in ignorance of what most 
concerned him, brought out his books, his 
learned volumes and classics. Whether he 
read and talked to Phillis, or to me, I do not 
know; but feeling by instinct that she was 
not, could not be, attending to the peaceful 
details, so strange and foreign to the turmoil 
in her heart, I forced myself to listen, and if 
possible to understand. 

<< Look here ! " said the minister, tapping 
the old vellim-bound book he held ; *< in the 
first Georgk he speaks of rolling and irriga- 
tion ; a little further on he insists on choice 
of the best seed, and advises us to keep the 
drains clear. Again, no Scotch farmer could 
give shrewder advice than to cut light mead- 
ows while the dew is on, even though it in- 
volve nightwork. It is all living truth in these 
days." He began beating time with a ruler 
upon his knee, to some Latin lines he read 
aloud just then. I suppose the monotonous 
chant irritated Phillis to some irregular en- 
ergy, for I remember the quick knotting and 
breaking of the thread with which she was 
sewing. I never bear that snap repeated now, 
without suspecting some sting or stab troub- 
ling the heart of the worker. Cousin Hol- 
man, at her peaceful knitting, noticed the rea- 
son why Phillis had so constantly to interrupt 
the progress of her seam. 

<< It is bad thread, I'm afraid, " she said, 
in a gentle, sympathetic voice. But it was 
too much for Phillis. 

** The thread is bad — everything is bad — 
I am so tired of it all ! " And she put down 
her work, and hastily left the room. I do 
not suppose that in all her life Phillis had 
ever shown so much temper before. In many 



42 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



a family the tone, the manner, would not 
have been noticed ; but here it fell with a 
sharp surprise upon the sweet, calm atmos- 
phere of home. The minister put down ruler 
and book, and pushed his spectacles up to his 
forehead. The mother looked distressed for 
a moment, and then smoothed her features 
and said, in an explanatory tone, " It's the 
weather, I think. Some people feel it differ- 
ent to others. It always brings on a headache 
with me." She got up to follow her daugh- 
ter, but half-way to the door she thought 
better of it, and came back to her seat. 
Good mother ! she hoped the better to conceal 
the unusual spirt of temper, by pretending 
not to take much notice of it. * ' Go on, min- 
ister," she said; " it is very interesting what 
you are reading about, and when I don't quite 
understand it, I like the sound of your voice." 
So he went on, but languidly and irregularly, 
and beat no more time with his ruler to any 
Latin lines. When the dusk came on, early 
that July night because of the cloudy sky, 
Phillis came softly back, making as though 
nothing had happened. She took up her 
work, but it was too dark to do many stitches; 
and she dropped it soon. Then I saw how 
her hand stole into* her mother's, and how 
this latter fondled it with quiet little caresses, 
while the minister, as fully aware as I was to 
this tender pantomime, went on talking in a 
happier tone of voice about things as uninter- 
esting to him, at the time, I verily believe, 
as they were to me ; and that is saying a good 
deal, and shows how much more real what 
was passing before him was, even to a farmer, 
than the agricultural customs of the ancients. 

I remember one thing more, — an attack 
which Betty the servant made upon me one 
day as I came in through the kitchen where 
she was churning, and stopped to ask her for 
a drink of buttermilk. 

"I say, Cousin Paul" (she had adopted 
the family habit of addressing me generally 
as Cousin Paul, and always speaking of me 
in that form), '< something's amiss with our 
Phillis, and I reckon you've a good guess 
what it is. She's not one to take up wi' such 
as you" (not complimentary, but that Betty 
never was, even to those for whom she felt 
the highest respect), "but I'd as lief yon 
Holdsworth had never come near us. So 
there you've a bit o' my mind." 

And a very unsatisfactory bit it was. I 
did not know what to answer to the glimpse 



at the real state of the case implied in the 
shrewd woman's speech ; so I tried to put her 
off by assuming surprise at her first asser- 
tion. 

"Amiss with Phillis! I should like to 
know why you think anything is wrong with 
her. She looks as blooming as any one can 
do." 

" Poor lad ! you're but a big child afler 
all ; and you've likely never beared of a fe- 
ver-flush. But you know better nor that, 
my fine fellow ! so don't think for to put me 
off wi' blooms and blossoms and suchlike 
talk. What makes her walk a1;)out for hoars 
and hours o' nights when she used to be 
abed and asleep ? I sleep next room to her, 
and hear her plain as can be. What makes 
her come in panting and ready to drop into 
that chair," — nodding to one close to the 
door, — «* and it's « Betty, some water, 
please ' ? That's the way she comes in now, 
when she used to come back as fresh and 
bright as she went out. If yon friend o' 
yours has played her false, he's a deal for t' 
answer for ; she's a lass who's as sweet and 
as sound as a nut, and the very apple of her 
father's eye, and of her mother's, too, only 
wi' her she ranks second to the minister. 
You'll have to look after yon chap, for I, 
for one, will stand no wrong to our Phillis." 

What was I to do,'or to say ? I wanted to 
justify Holdsworth, to keep Phillis's secret, 
and to pacify the woman all in the same 
breath. I did not take the best course I'm 
afraid. 

" I don't believe Holdsworth ever spoke a 
word of — of love to her in all his life. I'm 
sure he didn't." 

"Ay, ay! but there's eyes, and there's 
hands, as well as tongues; and a man has 
two o' th' one and but one o' t'other." 

"And she's so young ; do you suppose her 
parents would not have seen it? " 

"Well! if you axe me that, I'll say out 
boldly * No.' They've called her * the child ' 
so long — < the child ' is always their name for 
her when they talk on her between them- 
selves, as if never anybody else had a ewe- 
lamb before them — that she's grown up to be 
a woman under their very eyes, and they look 
on her still as if she were in her long clothes. 
And you ne'er heard on a man falling in love 
wi' a babby in long clothes ? " 

" No ! " said I, half laughing. But she 
went on as grave as a judge. 
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« Ay ! jon see you'll langh at the bare 
thoQgbt on it— and I'U be bound th' miniBter, 
though he's not a laughing man, would ha' 
miggled at th' notion of falling in love wi' 
the child. Where's Holdsworth off to? " 
'' Canada," aaid I, shortly. 
*' Canada here, Canada there," she re- 
plied, testily. <*Tell me how fiur he's off, 
instead of giving me your gibberish. Is he 
a two days' journey away ? or a three ? or a 
week?" 

"He's ever so far off— three weeks at the 
least, " cried I, in despair. <* And he's either 
married or just going to be. So there ! " I 
expected a fresh burst of anger. But no ; 
the matter was too serious. Betty sat down , 
and kept silence for a minute or two. She 
looked so miserable and downcast, that I 
could not help going on, and taking her a 
little into my confidence. 

" It is quite true what I said. I know he 
never spoke a word to her. I think he liked 
her, but it's all oyer now. The beet thing 
we can do— the best and kindest for her — and 
I know you love her, Betty — " 

" I nursed her in my arms ; I gave her lit- 
tle brother his last taste o' earthly food," said 
^fy« putting her apron up to her eyes. 

"Well! don't let us show her we guess 
that she is grieving ; she'll get over it the 
sooner. Her father and mother don't even 
guess at it, and we must make as if we didn't. 
It's too late now to do anything else." 

" I'll never let on ; I know naught. I've 
known true love mysel', in my day. But I 
wish he'd been farred before he ev^r came 
Bear this bouse, vnth his < Please Betty ' this, 
and < Please Betty ' that, and drinking up 
our new milk as if he'd been a cat ; I hate 
such beguiling ways ! " 

I thought it v^as as weU to let her exhaust 
heieelf in abusing the absent Holdsworth ; 
if it vras shabby and treacherous in me I 
came in for my punishment directly. 

"It's a caution to a man how he goes 
P^hout beguiling. Some men do it as easy 
&nd innocent as cooing doves. Don't you li^ 
none of 'em, my lad. Not that you've got 
the gifts to do it, either ; you're no great 
shakes to look at, neither for figure, nor yet 
for face, and it would need be a deaf adder to 
he taken in wi' your words, though there may 
he no great harm in 'em." A lad of nine- 
' teen or twenty is not flattered by such an 
oat-spoken opinion even from the oldest and 
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Ugliest of her sex ; and I was only too glad 
to change the subject by my repeated injunc- 
tions to keep PhiUis's secret. The end of our 
conversation was this speech of hers : — 

*< You great gaupus, for all you^re called 
cousin o' th' minister, — ^many a one is cursed 
wi' fools for cousins,— d'ye think I can't see 
sense except through your spectacles? I 
give you leave to out out my tongue, and 
nail it up on th' barn-door for a caution to 
magpies, if I let out on that poor wench, 
either to herself, or any one that is hers, 
as the Bible says. Now you've heard me 
speak Scripture language, perhaps you'll be 
content, and leave mo my kitehen to my- 
self." 

During all these days, from the 5th of July 
to the 17th, I must have forgotten what Holds- 
worth had said about sending cards. And 
yet I think I could not have quite forgotten ; 
but, once having told Phillis about his mar- 
riage, I must have looked upon the after con- 
sequence of cards as of no importance. At 
any rate, they came upon me as a surprise at 
hist. The penny-poet reform, as people call 
it, had come into operation a short time be- 
fore ; but the never-ending stream of notes and 
letters which seem now to flow in upon most 
households had not yet begun its course ; at 
least in those remote parts. There was a 
poet-office at Hornby and an old fellow, who 
stowed away the few letters in any or all his 
pockets, as it best suited him, was the letter- 
carrier to Heathbridge and the neighborhood. 
I have often met him in the lanes therea- 
bouts, and asked him for letters. Sometimes 
I have come upon him, sitting on the hedge 
bank resting ; and he has begged me to read 
him an address, too illegible for his spectacled 
eyes to decipher. When I used to inquire if 
he had anything for me, or for Holdsworth 
(he was not particular to whom he gave up the 
letters, so that he got rid of them somehow, 
and could set off homewards) , he would say 
he thought that he had, for such was his in- 
variable safe form of answer ; and would 
fumble in breast-pocket, waistcoat pockets, 
breeches pockets, and, as a last resource, in 
coat-toil pockets ; and at length try to com- 
fort me, if I looked disappointed, by telling 
me " Hoo had missed this toime, but was 
sure to vrrite to-morrow ; " " Hoo " repre- 
senting an imaginary sweetheart. 

Sometimes I had seen the minister bring 
home a letter which he had found lying for 
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him at the little shop that was the poet-offioe 
at Heathhridge, or from the grander eetah- 
lishment at Hornby. Once or twice Josiah, 
the carter, remembered that the old letter- 
carrier had trusted him with an epistle to 
<< Measter," as they had met in the lanes. I 
think it must have been about ten days after 
my arrival at the farm, and my talk to Phil- 
lis cutting bread and butter at the kitchen 
dresser, before the day on which the minister 
suddenly spoke at the dinner-table, .and 
said, — 

«* By the by, I've got a letter in my pocket. 
Reach me my coat here, Phillis." The 
weather vras still sultry, and for coolness and 
ease the minister was sitting in his shirt- 
sleeves. " I went to Heathhridge about the 
paper they had sent me, — which spoils all the 
pens, — and I called at the post-office, and 
found a letter for me, unpaid, and they did not 
like to trust it to old Zekiel. Ay ! here it 
is ! Now we shall hear news of Holdsworth, 
— ^I thought I'd keep it till we were all to- 
gether." My heart seemed to stop beating, 
and I hung my head over my plate, not dar- 
ing to look up. What would come of it now ? 
What was Phillis doing? How was she 
looking ? A moment of suspense, — and then 
he spoke again . * * W hy ! what's this ? Here 
are two visiting tickets with his name on, no 
writing at all. No ! it's not his name on 
both. Mks. Holdsworth ! The young man 
has gone and got married." I lifted my 
head at these words ; I could not help look- 
ing just for one instant at Phillis. It seemed 
to me as if she had been keeping watch over 
my face and ways. Her face was brilliantly 
flushed; her eyes were dry and glittering; 
but she did not speak ; her lips were set to- 
gether almost as if she were pinching them 
tight to prevent words or sounds coming out. 
Cousin Holman's face expressed surprise and 
interest. « 

" Well ! " said she, *« who'd ha' thought 
it ! He's made quick work of his wooing 
and wedding. I'm sure I wish him happy. 
Let me see,"— counting on her fingers, — 
" October, November, December, January, 
February, March, April, May, June, July, — 
at least we're at the 28th, — it is nearly ten 
months after all, and reckon a month each 
way off—" 

"Did you know of this news before?" 
said the minister, turning sharp round on me, 



surprised, I suppose, at my sil^oe, — ^hardly 
suspicious, as yet. 

<* I knew — I had heard — something. It is 
to a French Canadian young lady," I went 
on, forcing myself to talk. ** Her name is 
Ventadour." 

*' Lucille Yentadour ! " said Phillle^ in a 
sharp voice, out of tune. 

<<Then you knew too!" exclaimed [ the 
minister. 

We both spoke at once. I said, « I heard 
of the probability of— and told Phillis." 
She said, «» He is married to Lucille Venta- 
dour, of French descent ; one of a large family 
near St. Meurice ; am not I right ? " I nodded. 
<< Paul told me, — that is all we know, is not 
it? Did you see the Howsons, father, in 
Heathhridge?" and she forced herself to 
talk more than she had done for several days, 
asking many questions, trying, as I aould see, 
to keep the conversation off the one raw 
surface, on which to touch vras agony. I 
had less self-command ; but I followed her 
lead. I was not so much absorbed in the 
conversation but what I could see that the 
minister was puzzled and uneasy ; though he 
seconded Phillis 's efforts to prevent her mother 
from recurring to the great piece of new|, and 
uttering continual exclamations of wonder 
and surprise. But with that one exception 
we were all disturbed out of our natural 
equanimity, more or less. Every day, every 
hour, I was reproaching myself more and 
more for my blundering officiousness. If 
only I had held my foolish tongue for that 
one half-hour ; if only I had not been in such 
impatient haste to do something to relieve 
pain ! I could have knocked my stupid head 
against the wall in my remorse. Yet all I 
could do now was to second the brave girl in 
her efforts to conceal her disappointment and 
keep her maidenly secret. But I thought 
that dinner would never, never come to an end. 
I suffered for her even more than for myself. 
Until now everything which I had heard spo- 
ken in that happy household were sifnple words 
of true meaning. If we had aught to say^ 
we said it ; and if any one preferred silence, 
nay if all did so, there would have been do 
spasmodic, forced efforts to talk for the sake 
of talking, or to keep off intrusive thoughts/ 
or suspicions. 

At length we got up from our places, and 
prepared to disperse ; but two or three of us 
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' kui lost our zest and interest in the daily la- 
bor. The minister stood looking out of the 
window in silence, and when be roused him- 
self to go out to the field where his laborers 

* were working, it was with a sigh ; and he 
tried to avert bis troubled face as he passed 
as on his way to the door. When he had 
lefl us, I caught sight of Phillis's face, as, 
thinking herself unobserved, her countenance 
relaxed for a moment or two into sad, woful 
weariness. She started into briskness again 
when her mother spoke, and hurried away 
to do some little errand at her bidding. 
When we two were alone, Cousin Holman 
recurred to Holdsworth's marriage. She was 
one of those people who like to view an event 
from every side of probability, or even pos- 
sibility; and she had been cut short from 
indulging herself in this way during dinner. 

*'To think of Mr. Holdsworth's being mar- 
ried! I can't get over it, Paul. Not but what 
be was a very nice young man ! I don't like 
I her name, though ; it sounds foreign. Say 
it again, my dear. I hope she'll know how 
I to take care of him, English feshion. lie is 
not strong, and if she does not see that his 
things are well aired, I should be afraid of 
j the old cough." 

'< He always said he was stronger than he 
! had ever been before, after that fever." 

< < He might think so, but I have my doubts. 
He was a very pleasant young man, but he 
did not stand nursing very well. He got 

• tired of being coddled, as he called it. I hope 
they'll soon come back to England, and then 
he'll have a chance for his health . I wonder, 
now, if she speaks English ; but, to be sure, 
he can speak foreign tongues like anything, 
as I've heard the minister say." 

And so we went on for some time, till she 
became drowsy over her knitting, on the sul- 
try summer afternoon ; and I stole away for 
a walk, for I wanted some solitude in which 
to think over things, and, alas ! to blame my- 
self with poignant stabs of remorse. 

I lounged lazily as soon as I got to the 
wood. Here and there the bubbling, brawl- 
ing brook circled round a great stone, or a 
root of an old tree, and made a pool ; other- 
,wise it coursed brightly over the gravel and 
stones. I stood by one of these for more than 
half an hour, or, indeed, longer, throwing 
bits of wood or pebbles into the water, and 
wondering what I could do to remedy the 
present state of things. Of course all my 
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meditation was of no use ; and at length the 
distant sound of the bom employed to tell the 
men far afield to leave off work, warned me 
that it was six o'clock, and time for me to 
go home. Then I caught wafts of the loud- 
voiced singing of the evening psalm. As I 
was crossing the ash-field, I saw the minister 
at some distance talking to a man. I could 
not hear what they were saying, but I saw 
an impatient or dissentient (I could not tell 
which) gesture on the part of the former, 
who vralked quickly away, and was appar- 
ently absorbed in his thoughts, for, though he 
passed within twenty yards of me, as both 
our paths converged towards home, be took 
no notice of me. He passed the evening in a 
way which was even worse than dinner-time. 
The minister was silent, depressed, even irri- 
table. Poor Cousin Holman vras utterly per- 
plexed by this unusual frame of mind and 
temper im her husband ; she was not well her- 
self, and was suffering from the extreme and 
sultry heat, which made her less talkative 
than usual. Phillis, usually so reverently 
tender to her parents, so soft, so gentle, 
seemed now to take no notice of the unusual 
state of things, but talked to me— >to any 
one, on indifferent subjects, r^^ardless of her 
&ther's gravity, of her mother's piteous looks 
of bewilderment. But once my eyes fell upon 
her hands, concealed under the table, and I 
could seethe passionate, convulsive manner 
im which she laced and interlaced her fingers 
perpetually, wringing them together from 
time to time, vnringing till the compressed 
flesh became perfectly white. What could I 
do ? I talked with her, as I saw she wished ; 
her gray eyes had dark circles round them, 
and a strange kind of dark light in them ; her 
cheeks were flushed, but her lips were white 
and wan. I wondered that others did not 
read these signs as clearly as I did. But 
perhaps they did ; I think .from what came 
afterwards, the ministei;did. 

Poor Cousin Holman ! she worshipped heir 
husband ; and the outward signs of his un- 
easiness were more patent to her simple heart 
than were her daughter's. After a while she 
could bear it no longer. She got up, and, 
softly laying her hand on his broad, stooping 
shoulder, she said, — 

< < What is the matter, minister 7 Has any- 
thing gone wrong? " 

He started as if from a dream. Phillis 
hung her head, and caught her breath in ter- 
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ror at the answer she feared. Bat be, look- 
ing round with a sweeping glance, tamed his 
broad, wise face up to his anxious wife, and 
forced a smile, and took her hand in a re- 
assuring manner. 

*< I am blaming myself, dear. I have 
been overcome with anger this aflemoon. I 
scarcely knew what I was doing, but I tamed 
away Timothy Cooper. He has killed the 
Ribstone pippin at the comer of the orchard ; 
gone and pUed the quicklime for the mortar 
for the new stable wall against the trunk of 
the tree — stupid fellow ! killed the tree out- 
right — ^and it loaded with apples ! " 

"And Ribstone pippins are so scarce," 
said sympathetic Cousin Uolman. 

* * Ay ! But Timothy is but a half-wit ; and 
he has a wife and children. He had often 
put me to it sore, with his slothful ways, but 
I have laid it before the Lord, and striven to 
bear with him. But I will not stand it any 
longer ; it's past my patience ! And he has 
notice to find another place. Wife, we wont 
talk more about it." He took her hand 
gently off his shoulder, touched it with his 
lips ; but relapsed into a silence as profound, 
if not quite so morose in appearance, as be- 
fore. I could not tell why, but this bit of 
talk between her father and mother seemed 
to take all the factitious spirit out of Phillis. 
She did not speak now, but looked out of 
the open casement at the calm, large moon, 
slowly moving through the twilight sky. 
Once I thought her eyes were filling with 
tears ; but, if so, she shook them off, and 
arose with alacrity when her mother, tired 
and dispirited, proposed to go to bed imme- 
diately after prayers. We all said good-night 
in our separate ways to the minister, who 
still sat at the table with the great Bible open 
before him, not much looking up at a^y of 
. our salutations, but retuming them kindly. 
But when I, last of all, was on the point of 
leaving the room, he said, still scarcely look- 
ing up,— 

** Paul, you will oblige me by staying here 
a few minutes. I would fain have some talk 
with you." 

I knew what was coming^ all in a moment. 
I carefully shat to the door, put out my can- 
dle, and sat down to my fate. He seemed 
to find some difficulty in beginning, for, if I 
had not heard that he wanted to speak to me, 
I should never have guessed it, he seemed so 



much absorbed in reading a chapter to the end. 
Suddenly he lifled his head up and said, — 
'* It is about that friend of yours — Holds- 
worth ! Paul, have you any reason for think- 
ing he has played tricks upon Phillis 7 " 

I saw that bis eyes were blazing with such 
a fire of anger at the bare idea, that I lost 
all my presence of mind, andfonly repeated, — 
•* Played tricks on Phillis ! " 
<< Ay ! you know what I mean : made love 
to her, courted. her, made her think that he 
loved her, and then gone away and lefl; her. 
Put it as you will, only give me an answer 
of some kind or another — a true answer, I 
mean — and don't repeat my words, Paul. " 

He was shaking all over as he said this. I 
did not delay a moment in answering him. 

" I do not believe that Edward Holdsworth 
ever played tricks on Phillis, ever made love 
to her ; he never, to my knowledge, made her 
believe that he loved her." 

I stopped ; I wanted to aerve up my cour- 
age for a confession, yet I wished to save the 
secret of Phillis's love for Holdsworth as 
much as I could ; that secret which she had 
so striven to keep sacred and safe ; and I had 
need of some reflection before I went on with 
what I had to say. 

He began again before I had quite ar- 
ranged my manner of speech. It was almost 
as if to himself, " She is my only child ; my 
little daughter! She is hardly out of child- 
hood ; I have thought to gather her under my 
wings for years to come ; her mother and I 
would lay down our lives to keep her from 
harm and grief. ' ' Then , raising his voice , and 
looking at me he said, '* Something has gone 
vnrong with the child ; and it seemed to me 
to date from the time she heard of that mar- 
riage. It is hard to think that you may 
know more of her secret cares and sorrows 
than I do, — but perhaps you do, Paul, per- 
haps you do, — only, if it be not a sin, tell me 
what I can do to make her happy again ; cell 
me!" 

** It will not do much good, I am afraid,'* 
said I, " but I will own how wrong I did ; I 
don't mean wrong in the way of sin, but io 
the way of judgment. Holdsworth told me 
just before he went that he loved Phillis, and 
hoped to make her his wife, and I told her." 
There ! it was out ; all my part in it, at 
least ; and I set my lips tight together, and 
waited for the words to come. I did not eee 
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his face ; I looked straight at the wall oppo- 
site ; but I heard him once begin to speak, 
and then turn oyer the leayes in the book be- 
fore him. How awfully still that room was ! 
The air outside, how still it was ! The open 
windows let in no rustle of leaves, no twitter 
or movement of birds — ^no sound whatever. 
The clock on the stairs — the minister's hard 
breathing — was it to go on forever? Impa- 
tient beyond bearing at the deep quiet, I spoke 
again, — 
'' I did it for the best as I thought." 
Th^ minister shut the book to hastily, and 
stood up. Then I saw how angry he was. 

*' For the best, do you say? It was best, 
was it, to go and tell a young girl what you 
never told a word of to her parents, who 
trusted you like a son of their own ! *' 

He began walking about, up and down the 
room close under the open windows, churning 
up his bitter thoughts of me. 

'' To put such thoughts into the child's 
head," continued he ; << to spoil her peace- 
ful maidenhood with talk about another man's 
love ; and such love, too," he spoke scornfully 
now,—" a love that is ready for any young 
woman. Oh, the misery in my poor little 
daughter's face to-day at dinner — the misery, 
Paul ! I thought you were one to be trusted 
— your fiather's son, too, to go and put such 
thoughts into the child's mind ; you two 
talking together about that man wishing to 
marry her ! " 

I could not help remembering the pinafore, 
the childish garment which PhiUis wore so 
long, as if her parents were unaware of her 
progress towards womanhood. Just in the 
same way the minister spoke and thought of 
her now, as a child, whose innocent peace I 
had spoiled by vain and foolish talk. I knew 
that the truth was different, though I could 
hardly have told it now ; but, indeed, I 
never thought of trying to tell ; it was &a 
from my mind to add one iota to the sorrow 
which I had caused. The minister went on 
walking, occasionally stopping to move things 
on the table, or articles of furniture, in a 
sharp, impatient, meaningless way ; then he 
began again, — 

"So young, so pure from the world! 
how could you go and talk to such a child, 
raising hopes, exciting feelings — all to end 
thus? and best so, even though I saw her 
poor piteous face look as it did. I can't for- 
give you, P&ul ; it was more than wrong — 
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it was wicked — to go and repeat that man's 
words." 

His back was now to the door, and, in listen- 
ing to his low, angry tones, he did not hear it 
slowly open, nor did he see PhiUis, standing 
just within the room, until he turned round ; 
then he stood still. She must have been half 
undressed ; but she had covered herself with 
a dark winter cloak, which fell in long folds 
to her white, naked, noiseless, feet. Her 
face was strangely pale ; her eyes heavy in 
the black circles round them. She came up 
to the table very slowly, and leaned her hand 
upon it, saying, mournfully,— 

" Father, you must not blame Fbul. I 
could not help hearing a great deal of what 
you were saying. He did tell me, and per- 
haps it would have been wiser not, dear Paul! 
But— oh, dear ! oh, dear ! I am so sick with 
shame ! He told me out of his kind heart, 
because he saw— that I was so very unhappy 
at his going away." 

She hung her head, and leaned more heav- 
ily than before on her supporting hand. 

"I don't understand," said her father; 
but he was beginning to understand. Phil- 
lis did not answer till he asked her again. I 
could have struck him for his cruelty ; but 
then I knew all. 

" I loved him, father ! " she said at length, 
raising her eyes to the minister's face. 

"Had he ever spoken of love to you? 
Paul says not! " 

«« Never." She let fall her eyes, and 
drooped more than ever. I almost thought 
she would fall. 

"I could not have believed it," said he, 
in a hard voice, yet sighing the moment he 
had spoken. A dead silence for a moment. 
" Paul, I was unjust to you. You deserved 
blame, but not all that I said." Then again 
a silence. I thought I saw Phillis's white 
lips moving, but ft might be the flickering 
of the candle-light— a moth had flown in 
through the open casement, and was flutter- 
ing round the flame ; I might have saved it, 
but I did not care to do so ; my heart was too 
full of other things. At any rate, no sound 
was heard for long, endless minutes. Then 
he said, " Phillis, did we not make you 
happy here? Have we not loved you 
enough? " 

She did not seem to understand the drift of 
this question ; she looked up as if bewildered, 
and her beautiful eyes dilated with a painful, 
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tortured expression. He went on, without 
noticing the look on her face ; he did not see 
it, I am sure. 

"And yet you would have leflus — ^leftyour 
home — left your &ther and your mother, 
and gone away with this stranger, wandering 
over the world ! " 

He suffered, too ; there were tones of pain 
in the voice in which he uttered this reproach . 
Probably the father and daughter were never 
so far apart in their lives, so unsympathetic. 
Tet some new terror came over her, and it 
was to him she turned for help. A shadow 
came over her face, and she tottered towards 
her father, &lling down, her arms across 
his knees, and moaning out, — 

" Father, my head ! my head ! " and then 
she slipped through his quick-enfolding arms, 
and lay on the ground at his feet. 

I shall never forget his sudden look of 
agony while I live ; never ! We raised her 
up ; hfdT color had strangely darkened ; she 
was insensible. I ran through the back- 
kitchen to the yard pump, and brought back 
water. The minister had her on his knees, 
her head against his breast, almost as though 
she were a sleeping child. He was trying to 
rise up with his poor precious burden, but 
the momentary terror had robbed the strong 
man of his strength, and he sank back in his 
chair with sobbing breath. 

"She is not dead, Paul! is she?" he 
whispered, hoarse, as I came near him. 

I, too, could not speak, but I pointed to 
the quivering of the muscles round her 
mouth. Just then Cousin Holman, attracted 
by some unwonted sound, came down. I re- 
member I was surprised at the time at her 
presence of mind ; she seemed to know so much 
better what to do than the minister, in the 
midst of the sick affiright which blanched her 
countenance, and made her tremble all over. 
I think now that it was the recollection of 
what had gone before : the miserable thought 
that possibly his words had brought on this 
attack, whatever it might be, that so un- 
manned the minister. We carried her up- 
stairs, and while the women were putting 
her to bed, stiU unconscious, still slightly 
convulsed, I slipped out, and saddled one of 
the horses, and rode , as &st as the heavy-trot- 
ting beast could go to, Hornby, to &id the 
doctor there, and bring him back. He was 
out, might be detained the whole night. I 
remember saying, " God help us all !" as I 



sat on my horse, under the window, through 
which the apprentice's head had appeared to 
answer my furious tugs at the night-bell. 
He was a good-natured fellow. He eaid, — 

" He may be at home in half an hour, 
there's no Imowing ; but I^dare say he will. 
I'll send him out to the Hope Farm directly he 
comes in. It's that good-looking young vro- 
man, Holman's daughter, that's ill, isn't 
it?" 

"Yes." 

" It would be a pity if she was to go. 
She's an only child, isn't she? I'll^et up, 
and smoke a pipe in the surgery, ready for 
the governor's coming home. I might go to 
sleep if I went to bed again." 

" Thank you, you're a good fellow ! " 
and I rode back almost as quickly as I came. 

It was a brain fever. The doctor said so, 
when he came in the early summer morning. 
I believe we had come to know the nature of 
the illness in the night-watches that had 
gone before. As to hope of ultimate recovery, 
or even evil prophecy of the probable end, 
the cautious doctor would be entrapped into 
neither. He gave his directions, and prom- 
ised to come again; so soon, that this one 
thing showed his opinion of the gravity of 
the case. 

By God's mercy she recovered ; but it was 
a long,' weary time first. According to pre- 
viously made plans, I was to have gone home 
at the beginning of August. But all sueh 
ideas were put aside now, without a word 
being spoken. I really think that I was 
necessary in the house, and especially neces- 
sary to the minister at this time ; my father 
was the last man in the world, under such 
circumstances, to expect me home. 

I say, I think I was necessary in the house. 
Every person (I had almost said every crea- 
ture, for all the dumb beasts seemed to know 
and love Phillis) about the place went griev- 
ing and sad, as though a cloud were over the 
sun. They did their work, each striving to 
steer clear of the temptation to eye-service, 
in fulfilment of the trust reposed in them by 
the minister ; for the day after Phillis had 
been taken ill, he had called all the men em- 
ployed on the farm into the empty barn ; and 
there he had entreated their prayers for his 
only child ; and then and there he had told 
them of his present incapacity for thought 
about any other thing in this world but his 
little daughter, lying nigh unto death, and 
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hb had asked ihem to go on with their daily 
labors as best they could, without his direc- 
tioD. So, aa I say, these honest men did 
their work to the best of their ability, bat 
they dooched along with sad and careful 
fiu^, coming one by one in the dim mornings 
to afik news of the sorrow that owrshadowed 
ihe house ; and receiving Betty *sintelligenoe, 
aliniys rather darkened by passing through 
her mind, with slow shakes of the head, and 
a doll wistfulnesB of sympathy. But, poor 
fellows, they were burdly fit to be trusted 
with hasty messages, and here my poor ser- 
Tioes came in. One time I was to ride hard 
to Sir William Bentinck's, and petition for ico 
oat of his ice-house, to put on Phillis's head. 
Another it was to Eltham I must go, by 
train, horse, anyhow, and bid the doctor 
there come for a consultation, for fresh symp- 
toms had appeared, which Mr. Brown, of 
Hornby, considered un&yorable. Many an 
hoar have I sat on the window-seat, half- 
iraj up the stairs, close by the old clock, lis- 
tening in the hot stillness of the house for 
the sounds in the sick-room. The minister 
and I met often, but spoke together seldom, 
fie looked so old — so old ! He shared the 
nursing with his wife ; the strength that 
was needed seemed to be given to them both 
in that day. They required no one else 
about their child. Every office about her 
was sacred to them ; even Betty only went in- 
to the room for the most necessary purposes. 
Once I saw Phillis through the open door ; 
her pretty golden hair had been cut off long 
before ; her head was covered with wet cloths, 
and she was moving it backwards and for- 
wards on the pillow, with weary, never-end- 
ing motion, her poor eyes shut, trying in the 
old accustomed way to croon out a hymn 
tone, bat perpetually breaking it up into 
moans of pain. Her mother sat by her 
tearless, changing the cloths upon her head 
with patient solicitude. I did not see the 
minister at first, but there he vras in*a dark 
comer, down on his knees, his hands clasped 
together in passionate prayer. Then the 
door shut, and I saw no more. 

One day he was wanted; and I had to 
snmmon him. Brother Robinson and another 
minister, hearing of his *'• trial," had come 
to see him. I told him this upon the stair- 
landing in a whisper. He was strangely 
troubled. 

*' They will want me to lay bare my heart. 

COUSIN PHILLIS. 
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I cannot do it. Paul, stay with me. They 
mean well ; but as for spiritual help at such 
a time^it is God only— God only— who can 
give it." 

So I went in with him. They were two 
ministers from the neighborhood ; both older 
tbanEbenezer Uolman, but evidently inferior 
to him in education and worldly position. I 
thought they looked at me as if I were an in- 
truder, but remembering the minister's words 
I held my ground, and took up one of poor 
Philiis's books (of which I oould not read 
a word) to have an ostensible occupation. 
Presently I was asked to ** engage in prayer," 
and we all knelt down ; Brother Robinson 
*' leading," and quoting largely as I remem- 
ber from the book of Job. He seemed to 
take for his text, if texts are ever taken for 
prayers, ** Behold thou hast instructed many ; 
but now it is come upon thee, and thou faint- 
est; it toucheth thee and thou art troubled." 
When we others rose up, the minister con- 
tinued for some minutes on his knees. Then 
he, too, got up, and stood facing us, for a mo- 
ment, before we all sat down in conclave. 
After a pause Robinson began, — 

*<We grieve for you. Brother Holman, for 
your trouble is great. Bat we would fain 
have you remember you are as a light set 
on a hill ; and the congregations are looking 
at you with vratchfal eyes. We have been 
talking as we came along on the two da ties 
required of you in this strait — Brother Hodg- 
son and me. And we have resolved to ex- 
hort you on these two points. First, God 
has given you the opportunity of showing 
forth an example of resignation . ' ' Poor Mr . 
Holman visibly winced at this word. I 
could fancy how he had tossed aside sach 
brotherly preachings in his happier moments ; 
but now his whole system was unstrung, and 
<< resignation " seemed a term which presup- 
posed that the dreaded misery of losing Phil- 
lis was inevitable. But good, stupid Mr. 
Robinson went on. << We hear on all sides 
that there are scarce any hopes of your child's 
recovery ; and it may be well to bring you to 
mind of Abraham ; and how he was willing 
to kill his only child when the Lord com- 
manded. Take example by him, Brother 
Holman. Let us hear you say, < The Lord 
giveth and the Lord taketh away. Blessed 
be the name of the Lord ! ' " 

There was a pause of expectancy. I verily 
believe the minister tried to feel it ; but he 
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could not. Heart of flesh ^ins too etrong. 
Heart of stone he had not. 

*' I will say it to my God, when he gives 
me strength, — ^when the day oomes," he spoke 
at last. 

The other two looked at each other and 
shook their heads. I think the reluctance to 
answer as they wished was not quite unex- 
pected. The minister went on : '* There are 
hopes yet," he said, as if to himself. <* God 
has given me a great heart for hoping, and I 
will not look forward beyond the hour." 
Then turning more to them, and speaking 
louder he added, '< Brethren, God will 
strengthen me when the time comes, when 
such resignation as you speak of is needed. 
Till then I cannot feel it ; and what I do not 
feel I will not express ; using words as if they 
were a charm." He was getting chafed, I 
could see. 

He had rather put them out by these 
speeches of his ; but after a short time and 
some more shakes of the head, Robinson be- 
gan again,— 

*' Secondly, we would have you listen to 
the voice of the rod, and ask yourself for 
what sins this tiial has been laid upon you ; 
whether you may not have been too much 
given up to your &rm and your cattle; 
whether this world's learning has not puffed 
you up to vain conceit and neglect of the 
things of God ; whether you have not made 
an idol of your daughter? " 

" 1 cannot answer — I will not answer ! " 
exclaimed the minister. <* My sins I confess 
to God. But if they were scarlet (and they 
are so in his sight," he added, humbly), ** I 
hold with Christ that afflictions are not sent 
by God in wrath as penalties for sin." 

'* Is that orthodox, Brother Robinson? " 
asked the third minister, in a deferential tone 
of inquiry. 

Despite the minister's injunction not to 
leave him, I thought matters were getting 
BO serious that a little homely interruption 
would be more to the purpose than my con- 
tinued presence, and I went round to the 
kitchen to ask for Betty's help. 

" 'Od rot 'em! " said she; "they're al- 
ways a^coming at ill-convenient times ; and 
they have such hearty appetites, they'll make 
nothing of what would have served master 
and you since our poor lass has been ill. I've 
but a bit of cold beef in th' house ; but I'll 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



do some ham and eggs, and that '11 rout 'em 
from worrying the minister«' They're a deal 
quieter after they've had their victual. Last 
time as old Robinson came, he was very rep- 
rehensible upon master's learning, which he 
couldn't compass to save his life, so he need- 
n't have been afeard of that temptation, and 
used words long enough to have knocked a 
body down; but after me and missus had 
given him his fill of victual, and he'd had 
some good ale and a pipe, he spoke just 
like any other man, and could crack a joke 
with me." 

Their visit was the only break in the 
long, weary days and nights. I do not mean 
that no other inquiries were made. I believe 
that all the neighbors hung about the place 
daily till they could learn from some out- 
comer how Phillis Holman was. But they 
knew better than to come up to the house, for 
the August weather was so hot that every door 
and window was kept constantly open, and 
the least sound outside penetrated all through. 
I am sure the cocks and hens had a sad time 
of it ; for Betty drove them all into an empty 
bam, and kept them fastened up in the dark 
for several days, with very little effect as re- 
garded their crowing and clacking . At length 
came a sleep which was the crisis, find from 
which she wakened up with a new, faint life. 
Her slumber had lasted many, many hours. 
We scarcely dared to breathe or move during 
the time ; we had striven to hope so long that 
we were sick at heart, and durst not trust in 
the favorable signs : the even breathing, the 
moistened skin, the slight return of delicate 
color into the pale, wan lips. I recollect 
stealing out that evening in the dusk, and 
wandering down the grassy lane, under the 
shadow of the over-arching elins to the little 
bridge at the foot of the hill, where the lane 
to the Hope Farm joined another road to 
Hornby. On the low parapet of that bridge 
I found Timothy Cooper, the stupid, half- 
witted laborer, sitting, idly throwing bits of 
mortar into the brook below. He just looked 
up at me as I came near, but gave me no 
greeting, either by word or gesture. He had 
generally made some sign of recognition to 
me, but this time I thought he was sullen at 
being dismissed. Nevertheless I felt as if it 
would be a relief to talk a little to some one, 
and I sat down by him. While I was think- 
ing how to begin, he yawned weariedly. 
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"You are tired, Tim? " aaid 1. 

«^y," said he. " Bat I reckon I may go 
home now." 

*' Haye you been sitting here long? ** 

** Welly all day long. Leastways sin' seven 
i' th' morning." 

"Why, what in the world have you been 
doing?" 

"Naught." 

"Why have you been sitting here, then? " 

"T' keep carts oflf." He was up now, 
stretching himself, and shaking his lubberly 
limbs. 

"Carts! what carts?" 

"Carts as might ha' wakened yon wench ! 
It's Hornby market-day. I reckon yo'ro no 
better nor a half-wit yoursel'." He cocked 
his eye at me as if he were gauging my in- 
tellect. 

"And have you been sitting here all day 
to keep the lane quiet? " 

"Ay. I've naught else to do. Th' minis- 
ter has turned me adrift. Have yo' heard 
how th' lass is &ring to-night? " 

" They hope she'll waken better for this 
long sleep. Good-night to you, and God 
bless you, Timothy," said I. 

He scarcely took any notice of my words, 
as he lambcrod across a stile that led to his 
cottage. Presently I went home to the farm. 
Phillis had stirred, had spoken two or three 
&int words. Her mother was with her, 
dropping nourishment into her scarce con- 
scious mouth. The rest of the household 
were summoned to evening prayer for the 
first time for many days. It was a return to 
the daily habits of happiness and health. 
Bat in these silent days our very lives had 
been an unspoken prayer. Now we met in 
the house-place, and looked at each other 
with strange recognition of the thankfulness 
on all our faces. We knelt down ; we waited 
for the minister's voice. He did not begin 
as usual. He could not; he was choking. 
Presently we heard the strong man's sob. 
Then old John turned round on his knees, 
and said, — 

"Minister, I reckon we have blessed the 
Lord wi' all our souls, though we've ne'er 
talked about it ; and maybe he'll not need 
spoken words this night. God bless us all, 
and keep our Phillis nfe from harm ! Amen . ' ' 

Old John's impromptu prayer was all we 
had that night. 

"Our Phillis," as he had called her, grew 
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better day by day from that time. Not 
quickly ; I sometimes grew desponding, and 
feared that she would never be what she had 
been before ; no more she has, in some ways* 

I seized an early opportunity to tell the 
minister about Timothy Cooper's unsolicited 
watch on the bridge during the long sum- 
mer's day. 

< ' God forgive me ! " said the minister. "I 
have been too proud in my own conceit. The 
first steps I take out of this house shall be to 
Cooper s cottaee." 

I need hard^ say Timothy was reinstated 
in his place on the farm ; and I have often 
since admired the patience with which his 
master tried to teach him how to do the easv 
work which was henceforward carefully ad- 
justed to his capacitv. 

Phillis was carried down-stairs, and lay for 
hour after hour quite silent on the great sofa, 
drawn up under the windows of the house- 
place. She seemed always the same, gentle, 
quiet, and sad. Her enerey did not return 
with her bodily strength. It was sometimes 
pitiful to see her parents' vain endeavoiv to 
rouse her to interest. One day the minister 
brought her a set of blue ribbons, reminding 
her with a tender smile of a former conversa- 
tion in which she had owned to a love of such 
feminine vanities. She spoke gratefully to 
him, but when he was gone she laid them on 
one side, and languidly shut her eyes. An- 
other time I saw her mother bring her the 
Latin and Italian books that she hc^ been so 
fond of before her illness,— or, rather, before 
Holdsworth had gone away. That was worst 
of all. She turned her feuse to the wall, and 
cried as soon as her mother's back was turned. 
Betty was laving the cloth for the early din- 
ner. Her sharp eyes saw the state of the 
case. 

" Now, Phillis! " said she, coming up to 
the sofa ; " we ha' done a' we can for you, 
and th' doctors has done a' they can for you, 
and I think. the Lord has done a' he can for 
you, and more than you deserve, too, if you 
don't do something for yourself. If I were 
you, I'd rise up and snuff the moon, sooner 
than break your father's and your mother's 
hearts wi' watching and waitins; till it pleases 
you to fiffht your own way back to cheerful- 
ness. There , I never favored long preachings, 
and I've said my say." 

A day or two after Phillis asked me, when 
we were aloue, if I thought my father and 
mother would allow her to go and stay with 
them for a couple of months. She blushed a 
little as she faltered out her wish for change 
of thought and scene. 

" Only for a short time, Paul. Then — we 
will go back to the peace of the old days. I 
know we shall ; I can, and I will ! " 
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If the reader can imagine ttie Vicar of Wakefield in 
America, this memoir will give a very good idea of what 
lie would be among Yankee sarroundings. There is the 
flame parity, sincerity, and goodnen of heart, the same 
BimpUcity of manners and directness of purpose, in Dr. 
Primrose and Dr. Beecher, though the go-ahead societv in 
which the latter divine lived failed not to impress its char- 
acter upon him. This is as instnictive and charming a 
book for family reading as can be taken up for that pur- 
pose.— London Daily Jfeios. 

All that the old man writes is clever and sagacious. — 
London Athenaeum. 

A hundred pleasant things we must pass by; but read- 
ers of this charming volume will not do so. — London Wes- 
leyan Times. 

There has been no American divine deceased of late 
years, the history of whose life and character is likely to 
prove more attractive on this side of the Atlantic. — Lon- 
don Star. 

A more entertaining biography has not been published 
in many a year, and it will be many more before another 
like it appears. Dr. Beecher was a singular great man, 
with marked peculiarities of thought, habits, and style ; 
original, enei^tic, bold, religious ; sincere, loving Ood 
imd his fellow-men profoundly, and seeking to do good in 
his own way. From childhood we have been familiar 
with his name and his career, and we are pleased to see 
this, the first volume, of his remarkable lif& It is called 
an aiUo-hiognphy^ but this is only partially so. The 
mauner of getting up the book is quite as peculiar as the 
Bttt^ect. For years past, before the patriarch*s departure 
to his long home, his gifted children have been in the 
habit of gathering around him and listening to his remi- 
niscences of former days: asking him questions, and 
drawing out his views of men and things. Mrs. Stowe*s 



rine Beecher's by her own, and the boys have theirs ; and 
these queries and replies being'interapersed with the story, 
give animation and variety. Then there is rich material 
in the correspondence with men and women on public and 
domestic matters, religious, political, and literary, letters 
to and from these rare children in the various stages of 
their intellectual and moral development, beautiful pic- 
tures of home life in the country, with rapid and startling 
remarks on preachers, teachers, and their opinions, the 
whole making up a book possessing uncommon interest 
for all tvpes of readers ^V. Y. Observer. 

The interest consists quite as much in its quaint pic- 
tures of the " homespun age" of Connecticut as in its pre- 
sentment of the character of the very remarkable man 
whom it commemorates.— y. Y. Tribune. 

Welcome to the honest face of the stout-hearted qld Dr. 
Beecher, and to these fresh descriptions of his early life. 
* * There is the freedom— we might almost say the license 
— of conversational familiarity, intermingling grave and 
gay, sermon and jest, in successive paragraphs. But with 
all this, we still recognize the supreme merit of truthful 
portraiture, and feel thankful for the cross lights that en- 
able us to study more leisurely and critically the features 
of character with which we are thus made familiar. W« 
see the man, not as dressed up for exhibition, but as he 
waa in himself, in his every-day life, and in his associa- 
tions with the ministry, the Church, and the world.— 
N. Y. Evangelist. 

Not only to the many admirers of the stout, sturdy old 
divine, but to those who know nothing of and care notbii^ 
for him, will this work be very pleasant reading. For it 
is full of pictures and descriptions of old New England life 
and manners ; and as such is worth a hundred ordinary nov- 
els that profess to depict the same. — Boston Transcript 
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This copiously illustrated work affbrds a storehouse of 
practical suggestions to all who are interested in the build- 
ing of country houses in America ; and as the arehitect- 
ural designs of which it is composed have been for the 
most part prepared in detail for actual execution, this 
work has the all-important advantage of being the result 
of bona fide experience both on the part of employers and 
arehitect. It also contains a much-needed chapter, in 
which the special features of interest that occur in build- 
ing country houses are touched on and drawn in detail, 



and a valuable amount of information on these points is 
thus introduced in a condensed, intelligible manner. To 
av<^d any confusion of ideas in examining the book, the 
various illustrations are so arranged that the whole scope 
of each design may be comprehended at a glance ; and the 
vignettes that are appeiided to the designs have afforded 
opportunities for treating in an artistic manner many in- 
teresting accessories that have hitherto scarcely attracted 
the attention they deserve. 
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POPULAR HAND-BOOK OF THE NEW TESTAMENT. By 
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Books like thia are among the most uaeful publications 
of the time. Tbey rescue knowledge from the grasp ot 
the few, who are too often its tyrants, and place it at the 
service of its rightful possessors— the many. They help 
to educate the world, in short* and by so doing add to its j 



enjoyment and happiness— to its right thinking and its 
weU-being. The little volume before us containa nearly 
all that the general reader will be likely to want to know 
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These thrilling narratives, we trust, will stir up a new 
spirit of prayer A', Y. Evangelist, 

It will find its way into a hundred thousand houses and 
hearts. It will be translated into other languages, and 
welcomed by Christians of every nation and kingdom un- 
der the whole heavens. The whole history of the Fulton 
Street Prayer-Meeting will never be known on earth. Its 
records are of that sort which are only to be fully under- 
stood in eternity. But these accounts of such things as 
are known here possess a deep and absorbing interest 
They command the attention and rivet the faith of the 
reader. Dr. Prime has brought to the work an apprecia- 
tive and experienced Christian spirit and scholarship. 
It is not prepared in the catching style of books designed 
merely to sell and be forgotten. The volume has perma- 
nent value as an assistant to theological study. It brings 
the evidence of living men from all directions to confirm 
the promises of the word of God. By the Sunday evening 
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interest — Boston Recorder. 

We wish for it the extensive circnlatloQ it deserves.^ 
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ted the facta.— Illustrated London News. 
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the story is ingenious, and the manner in which it is 
worked out is singularlv effective in the truthfulness and 
deep natural pathos with which it is imbued. — London 
Sun. 

This story is very powerfully written, and imbued with 
a fiiiscinatien which excites and sustains the reader's in- 
terest from beginning to end London Daily News. 



This story fully sustains the promise of Mr. Wills's for- 
mer works. — John Bull 

A remarkaUe novel. It has a marked, earnest purpose, 
urged with the utmost power. It is a story of rare snd 
intense interest — London Morning Post. 

In Mr. Wills* s novels masculine power and strength of 
conception rise to the very verge of genius. The absorlh 
ing interest of the story will make this tale deserved}^ 
popular— Irondon Spectator. 



B 



XJLWER'S CAXTONIANA. Caxtoniana : A Series of Essays on Life, 
Literature, and Manners. Bv Sir E. Bulweb Lttton, Bart., Author of "The Caxtons,"* 
"A Strange Story," "My Novel," "Pelham," &e. 12mo, Clgth, $1 60; Half Mo- 
rocco, $2 75. 



The essays will be found stamped with the authoi^s pe- 
culiar genius, and inferior to none of his compositions in 
those especial quaUtiesin which he stands at the head of 
all the writers of his class. Thoughtful and full of matter, 
they are equal to any. thing he has before put forth in 
knowledge of men and books, acute analysis of motives, 
and critical el^anee-of taste. The style is cahied to the 
utmost finish of which fflr £dward*s fastidious sense is ea> 



pable. * * * There is all the old romance of feeling, the 
lyrical flow of sentences, the well-bred irony, the liveli- 
ness, the wit. But beyond these there is the sobered judg- 
ment, the matured escperience, the urbane and genkl es* 
timate of other men, which bespeak a mind arrived at ita 
highest point of culture and its widest grasp of charity.— 
Saturday Review, 



RACHEL RAY. A Novel. By Anthony Teollope, Author of "Orley 
Farm,"' "Framley Parsonage," "Doctor Thome," &c. 8vo, Paper, 60 cents. 



These clever and'Uvely pages. Rachel Ray will give a 
great deal of pleasure, and fiiirly sustain Mr. Trollope's 
high reputation.^.Lonaon Spectator. 

Rachel Kay is ridier than any of Mr. TroUope^s many 
works of fiction in two of the qualities which have made 
him an eminently popular novelist. By the delicacy of 
its delineations of feminine character, and by the pleas- 
ant humor animating its sketches of ordinary domestic 
experiences, it is far removed itom the merely readable 
and entertaining stories of practised writers. 

The story is as delightfiil as it is healthy. 

The women of the tale are admirable. They are honest 



flesh-and-blood women; just such perplexing, provokiog, 
self-denying, loveable creatures as &theni, husbandi, 
brothers, and lovers alternately rail at and land to the 
skies. They are, moreover, just the sort of women with 
whom men have to deal when there are no visitors in the 
house and the servants liave left the room. Knowledge 
of woman is Mr. TroUope's speciality. — Lotidon Ath- 



His young women are capital, very like real yoang 
iromen, and yet distinct, ingenaoas, aad interestiDg.— 
London Saturday Review. 



Harper S BrotJtenf Zdst of JVew Books, 
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mSTORT OF THE INTELLECTUAL DEVELOPMENT OF EU- 

BOPE. By JoHK William Dbapeb, M.D., LL.D., Professor of Chemistry and Physi- 
ology in the University of New York ; Author of a " Treatise on Homan Physiology," 
<fea., &c. Second Editioa 8vo, Cloth, $3 50 ; Half Morocco, $5 00. 



We believe that in demonstrating the propoeition that 
«toeial advancement is as completely under control of 
lav as is bodily growth; that the life of an Individual is 
a miaiature of the life of a nation,** Dr. Draper lias won 
for himself the cloak of prophets and philosophers, and 
written himself into glory. We ask our readers to dis- 
cover for themselves Draper's wonderful development of 



his ^^ great argument,** how he has taxed the world for 
testimony and produced the philosophy of History. And 
may it happen that ere long this work sliall be introduced 
into our colleges, academies, and female seminaries, that 
the young men and women of this generation may by it 
be nourished and strengthened in their tnteUectual life. — 
Cabolxmb Chmjuibo. 



HISTORY OF THE SIOUX WAR AND MASSACRES OF 1862 AND 
1863. By Isaac V. D. Heard. With Portrait^ and Illustrations. 12mo, Cloth, $1 60. 



ROUNDABOUT PAPERS. By W. M. Thackeray, Author of "Vanity 
Fair," "Pendennis," "The Newcomes," ** Henry Esmond," "The Four Georges," " Ad- 
yentures of Philip," &c. With Illustrations. 12mo, Cloth, $1 25 ; Half Morocco, $2 50. 



The sad intelligence, noir over a month old, of the au- 
tfaor'8 death, has thrown a melancholy and, at the same 
time, a transfiguring light abont these essays, and they 
speak with a Yoice more human than ever, now that the 
pen from which they flowed lies quietly gathering dust, 
forever dry. They are more than essays upon indepen- 
dent sabjecta ; they are xerelations of the inner chambers 
of the great writei's heart; they are the words of a man 
tired of doing his task-work of the noyelist, the biogra- 
pher, the satirist, and the editor, who unbraces the har- 
ness of his professional toil, and with a sigh of relief talks 
freely as a man to fellow-man. We read these papers and 



see at one glance how annoying, how irritating, even to 
a really great man, are the stings of petty insects. We 
have at another glance a bit of autobiography ; then a 
dash of description of foreign towns and foreign people; 
anon, a charming tribute to the memory of some worthy 
name whose owner is now numbered among the dead; 
again, a most searching and pitiless exposure of a social 
meanness of whicli, perhaps, our own conscience tells us we 
are at times guilty ; with all we have a kindly humor, an 
intelligent sympathy with the Joys and sorrows of child- 
hood, a tme appreciation of all that is beautiful in woman, 
or noble in man, woman, or child.— iV. Y. Evening Poet. 



THE RING OF AMASIS. From the Papers of a German Physician. By 
BoBERT BuLWEB Lttton (Oweu Meredith.) 12mo, Cloth, $1 00. 



J 



OHN MARCHMONT'S LEGACY. A Novel. By M. E. Braddon, Au- 
thor of " Aurora Floyd," " Eleanor's Victory," &c. 8vo, Paper, 60 cents. 



Miss Braddon writes frankly for amusement, and in 
each succeeding novel she rises above herself. ^^Lady 
Audley's Secret'* was good ; ^ Aurora Floyd" better ; ** El- 



eanor's Victory** stin better; and now **John March- 
mont's Ii^;aoy'* nuiy he pronounced the best of them alL 
—Tjondon Times. 



THE CAPITAL OF THE TYCOON: A Narrative of a Three Years' 
Besidence in Japan. By Sir Butherford Alcock, K.C.B., Her Majesty's Envoy Ex- 
traordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary in Japan. With Maps and Engravings. 2 
vols. 12mo, Cloth, $3 00. 

THE SOCIAL CONDITION AND EDUCATION OF THE PEOPLE 
IN ENGLAND. By Joseph Kat, M. A., Trinity College, Camhridge ; Barrister-at- 
Law ; and late Travelling Bachelor of the University of Cambridge. 12mo, Cloth, $1 00. 



LIVE IT DOWN. A Story of the light Lands. By J. C. Jeaffeeson, 
Author of ** Olive Blake's Good Work," *'l8i3)el; the Yonng Wife and the Old Love,** 
Ac 8vo, Paper, 60 cents. 

THE BOYHOOD OF MARTIN LUTHER; or, The Sufferings of the He- 
roic Little Beggar-Boy, who afterward became the great German Keformer. By Henst 
Mayhew, Author of "Young Benjamin Franklin," " The Peasant-Boy Philosopher" <bc. 
Beautifully Blustrated. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00. 



J 
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OIJRNAL OF A RESIDENCE ON A 6E0RGL4N PLANTATION 

IN 1838-1839. By Frakces Anne Eemblb. New Edition. 12mo, Cloth, $1 25. 



ARY LYNDSAY. A Novel. By the Lady Emily Ponsonby, Author 
of "The Discipline of Life." 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. ' 



DAILY WALK WITH WISE MEN; or, Religious Exercises for evCTy 
Bay in the Year. Selecte<^ Arranged, and specially Adapted, by Bev. Nblson Head. 
Large 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 



In One Larg^e Volnme, 8vo. Price $3 50. 

With a Map of Eastern Equatorial Africa by Captain Speke ; superior Illustrations^ 

chiefly from Drawings by Captain Grant ; and Portraits, engraved 

on Steel, of Captains Speke and Grant. 

JOURNAL 

OF THE 

DISCOVERY OF THE SOURCE 

OF 

THE MILE. 

By JOHN HANNING SPEKE, 

Captain H. M, Indian Army, 



Extracts from English Reviews. 



The volame which Captain Speke has presented to the 
irorid posseseies more than a geographical interest. It ia 
a monument of perseverance, courage, and temper dis- 
played under difficulties which have perhaps never been 
equaled.— TVmM. 

Unquestionably the most novel and valuable book of 
travel that has been given us these many years. • • • 
From the moment of starting Captain Speke's Journal 
presents a tale of strange, stortling, and unbroken interest 
to its close. It is written vrithout affectation or effort, in 
a straightforward, lively, vigorous manner, tha> has in it 
the clear intelligence and truthfulness of a watchful ob- 
server and a genuine man. It could not be more engag- 
ing or effective, and the reader gladly keeps his author's 
liiscinating and instructive company till the Journal is 
eadie^.-'NonconformUt. 

Captain Speke has not written a noble book so much as 
he has dcme a noble deed. The volume which records his 
vast achievement is but the minor fact— the history of the 
discovery, not the discovenr itself; yet even as a literary 
performance it is worthy of very high praise. It is wholly 
finee from the traces of book manufacture. * * * It is a great 
story that ia thus plainly told ; a story of which nearly all 
the interest lies in the strange facts related, and, more than 
all, in the crovming fact that frees us, in a large degree, 
from a geographical puzKle which had excited the curios- 
ity of mankind— of the most illustrious emperors and conu 
munities — ^from very early times. — Athenceum. 

This volume of Captain Speke*8, in which he establishes 
beyond dispute his right to the honor of a discovery which 
had engaged the attention and curiosity of men from the 
earliest ages, is not only a record of that discovery— it is a 
monument of heroic persistency under circumstances the 
most appalling, and a treasury of new and surprising 
knowledge of many kinds. More enchanting than a fairy 
tale, more exciting than a novel, its greatest charm is yet 
that every word of it is true, and its thrilling revelations 
are recounted with a modesty which is, we suppose, as 
characteristic of true genius as it is of real bravery— 
Daily News. 

Deeply interesting, not alone for the event which forms 
its principal feature, but for the vast amount of informa- 
tion, lucidly conveyed, which it affords as to the scenes 
through which he journeyed and the people with whom 
he was brought into contact. It is a graiMc and at the 
same time modest and evidently unexaggerated narrative 
of facts.- ITomin^ PosL 

This is a tremendous feat — yet not a tithe of its dangers, 
fiifflculties, and terrors are realized to the mind until after 
a perusal of Captain Speke's artless but thrilling narrative. 
--Seotsman. 



This thorough unconsciousness of all dangers or haid- 
ships except as impediments to his progress to the great 
fountain-head, seems to have been his real protection 
through the hundreds of days on every one of which no 
respectable insurance-office would have taken his life at 
any reasonable premium. As the fiercest wild beasts are 
said to be appalled by the eye that shows no impressioa 
either of risk or wrath, so the sanguinary potentates 
among whom our explorer went, demanding nothing^ but 
a clear path to the head of the Nile, but determined to get 
that, seem to have restrained in their amazement the nat- 
ural impulses of their ferocity.— fi{a«Jbtrood*« Magazine. 

To have cleared up the great geographical mystery of 
the sources of the Nile, to have tracked that poetic stream 
up to its long-hidden fountain, through r^ons wholly 
unknown to the while traveler, regions that have so long 
been the theme of strange romance and legend — ^thia is 
indeed a triumph for modem enterprise* and it is no won- 
der that it has thrown all our geographers into a fever of 
excitement and curiosity John Bull. 

It is a noble achievement that he has to relate, and he 
relates it with manful simplicity.— fifun. 

The directness, the clearness, the indifference to man- 
ner, the very unstylishness of his style, gives his work a 
charm from beginning to end which does not allow it, in 
the lengthiest of his descriptions, for a moment to pall on 
the reader Daily Review. 

One of the moat interesting books of travel ever com- 
posed. — London Review. 

We may congratulate Captain Speke not only on having 
solved a great geographical problem by a remarkable ex- 
ercise of taot, courage, and perseverence, but also on hav- 
ing written a most lucid and forcible account of it. 

Gttardian. 

The narrative gives us a thrilling idea of British hardi- 
hood, perHeverance, and skill, and thus has an interest be- 
yond that of the geographicid question which it solves. — 
Chambers^s Journal. 

It was only from his own diary that the picture of pa. 
tient energy and manly resolution could have been so well 
brought out. It abounds with very extraordinary inci- 
dents ; and this graphic narrative affords probably a closer 
insight into savage life than any more artistic production 
could have given — Quarterly Review. 

There id no book-making nor clap-trap points, but a 
plain, straightforward, manly, record-bearing trnthfnl- 
ness on its surface, and so instinct with life and color 
that a series of pen-pictures are presented in which the 
salient features of the people and the countries passed 
through are at once Teooga\zsAA».— Shipping andMercan- 
aU Gazette. 



HARPER & BROTHERS, Publishers, Franklin Square, New Tork. 



HARPER'S WEEKLY FOR 1861 

Habpeb^ Weekly is devoted to Art, Literature, General InformatioD, and Politics. It will 
contain a carefully condensed and impartial record of the events of the day, pictorially illustra- 
ted wherever the pencil of the Artist can aid the pen of the Writer. In Politics it will advocate 
the National Cause, wholly irrespective of mere party grounds. Its Essays, Poems, and Tales 
will be furnished by the ablest writers of both Continents. A new Novel, by Mr. Geobgb Axj- 
6U8TUS Sala, entitled <* QUITE ALONE," will, by special arrangement with the Author, ap- 
pear in the Weekly simultaneously with its publication in Mr. Dickenb*8 **Ali the Year Bowid" 
The Publishers will see to it that the current Volume shall justify the favorable opinions express- 
ed by the loyal Press upon the Volume which has just dosed. 

Sxtnicti flronn NotloM by the Pmml 

«* Haxpxb*b Wckkt.t ifl the bat pabllcation of its cIma 



ia Atterica, and bo far ab«ad of all other weekly Jo«malB 
as nV to permit of any compariBon between It and any of 
their number. Its coloanB contain the finest collectiona 
of reading matter that are printed. Thiu, if you look into 
(ha Volome for 1863, you will find that its Btorles, and 
miscellaneoua articlee, and poetry are from the minds of 
aome of the leading writera of the time. Its. matter is of 
a very varioas character from elaborate tales and well- 
eonsidend editorial articles to the airiest and briefest 
jests, good-humored hits at the expense of human follies, 
vhich piooeed from th« liveliest of minds. It la a vigor- 
ooB supporter of the war— diseusaing all questions that 
ooncem the contest in which we are engaged with an am- 
I^itade of perception and a breadth of patriotism that 
place it very high indeed on the roll of loyal and liberal 
publications. Its illustrations ate numerous and beauti- 
ntl, being furnished by the chief artists of the country. 
Mo#t of the illustrations are devoted to the war, including 
battte-plaoes, scenes made renowned by great events there 
eeeorrii^, and portraits of eminent militazy and civil 
leadexB. Even a person who oould not read a line of its 
letter-press cotild intelligently follow the history of the 
war ttupongh 184»3 by going over the pictured pages of this 
Yolxixae.**— Evening Traveller <Boaton.) 

^^ UABraB* B Wesxlt, besides being a literary paper of the 
first class — the only one among American or £«ropean 
Pictorials with a definite purpose consistently and con* 
stantly carried oat— is at once a leading political and his- 
torical annalist of the nation. From the commencement 
it has been faithful to the great cause of patriotism, hiu 
nianity, and loyalty. It has been uncomjpiiaing, as well 
as able, in supporting the ^eat policy of President Lin- 
ooln, not alone because that policy is expedient ander the 
circumstances, but because it is juaL It has devoted 
heart and hand to this great purpose. Its authors and 
its artists are as one with the proprietors on this sublime 
iseue."— TAs /Vess <PhiladeIphia). 

'*Habfxb*8 Wkzklt. — The bound volume of last jrear 
is laid oa oar tabla A large and elegant repository of 
history, literature, and general intelligence. No paper in 
the world gives a greater variety of better executed pic- 
torial iUustratiiMis of the passing events of the day; and 
all the prominent events of the war are presented in splen- 
did engravings, with fell letter-press descriptions.** — The 
Observer (New York). 

*^Uabfss*8 Wksklv— In turning over its pages, we 
. were struek anew with the fidelity with which it deline- 
ates passing events: a true picture of the times. The 
scenes of the war, portrayed by the graphic pencils of art- 
ists on the battle-field and in the camp, are re-produced 
in excellMit wood4mts with marvelous promptmess and 
accuracy. The letter-press furnishes an appropriate ac- 
companiment to the illustrations; present&g a pleasing 
variety, sprightly and entertaining. We can not wonder 
at the popularity cf the Weekly when we observe the 
spirit and enterprise with which it is conducted.**— Jour- 
nal (Boston). 

^^ HABnBB*B Wkeklt tos 1863.— -From a careful exam- 
ination of this woiic, as it came out in its weekly form, we 
can honestly advise our readers to pfurchase the stately 
and pictured Y<Aume. We dare not say how many duo- 



decimo volumes of matter, 'and of good and interesting 
matter, it contains. As a record of the events and opin- 
ions of the past year, and as literally a picture cf the 
time, it has a permanent value, while its wealth of excel- 
lent stories and essays makes it an endless source of enter- 
tainment. The original editorial articles are of a very 
high order of merit, and relate to subjects which attract 
the attention of all intelligent and patriotic minds. 
Soundness of thought, liberality of sentiment, and thor. 
ough-going loyalty find expression in the most exquisite 
English. Altogether, we should say that Harper's Week- 
ly ia a. necessity in every household.**— 2%e Tranaeript 
(Boston). 

^*HABFm*B Wubklt nnd MiiGAZiinE, with their Im- 
mense circulation, are grandly loyal and influential. The 
Weekly especially has been true to the cause; and while 
it gives in admirable correspondence and accurate pic- 
tures a comirfete illustrated^ history of the war, with all 
its battles, incidental, and portraits of generals, it has 
splendidly enforced by axi^ment and example its princi- 
ples. Closer reasoning is not to be foimd than that to 
which its editors might fairly challenge ttUswerJ'^—City 
Items (Philadelphia). 

** Habpkr^ Wekklt, of which the Seventh Volume is 
now Issued in neat, sufastantlal binding, shows the indus- 
try and seal with which the caose of the Union has been 
maintained In its columns during the year 1863. It has 
condnned to inerease the fervcar of patriotic sentiment as 
well by its appropriate pictorial illustrations as by its able 
editorial leaders commenting on the events of tbe day. 
In its present shape, the Jonmal furnishes coi^eus mate- 
rials for the history of the war, and can not fail to find a 
place in public and private libraries as an important vol- 
ume for permanent reference." — Tribune <Ncw York). 

^^Habprb'b Wkbklt for 1863 — a Journal of the year, 
kept in the most interesting way; and as we tnm over 
the pages we revive many now almost forgotten sensa- 
tions, and see, Ut by bit, how history has grown. The 
volume closed and bound up becomes hiAory; but it 
would not be just to this publication to omit a remark on 
the influence which it has eserted during the year, and 
which it continties to exert An illustrated Journal like 
Harper's Weekly^ which circulates, as we have heard, 
o\ner oiM hundred and twenty thousand copies per week, 
chiefly among fSunilies, and which has |M-obably a million 
of readers, has necessarily a great influence in the coun- 
try. The Weekly has consistently and very ably snppcart- 
ed the Union, the Government, and the great principles to 
develop which the Union was founded. Unlike most il- 
lustrated jonmals, Harper's Weekly has displayed politi- 
cal and literary ability of a high order as well as artistic 
merit. Its political discussions are sound, dear, and con- 
vincing, and have done their share to educate the Ameri- 
can people to a right understanding of thcJlr dangers and 
duties. In its speciality— illustrations of passing events 
—it is unsmrpassed ; and many of the pictures of the year 
do honor to the genius of the artists and engravers of this 
country. Thus complete ia all the departments of an 
American Family Journal, Harpefs Weekly has earned 
for itself a right to the title which it assumed seven years 
ago, *A J0USNAL OF CiTiusuTiOM.^ " — .ffoemngr P^st 
(New York). 



TEBMS, 

One Copy for Four Months f 1 00 

One Copy for One Tear 3 00 

Two Copies for One Tear . 5 50 

"Harper's "Weekly" and "Harper's Magazine" one year . 5 50 

An Extra Copy aff^iixvr the Weekly or Magazine trilthe supplied gratis for every Club of Tkn 
at $2 75 each; or^ Eleven Copite for $21 50. 



Franklin Squaeb, New Yoek, June 1, 1864. 



Haepee's Magazii^e, Yoltjme XXIX. 

With the present Number is commenced the Twenty-Ninth Volume of Hakpeb 
New Monthly Magazine. It contains the commencement of " Our Mutual JFYtend 
by Charles Dickens, which, by special arrangement with the author, will be issn< 
in Harper's Magazine, simultaneously with its publication in England. The stol 
will be illustrated by Marcus Stone. The illustrations to the present Number wei 
delayed ; they will appear in the next Number. After that the illustrations will a| 
pear in their proper place. — This Number also contains the conclusion of " TTie Snia 
Hoitse at Allington^'* by Anthony Trollope. — ^In consequence of a delay in the trani 
mission of the sheets of Mr. Thackeray's " Denis Duval^'^ the editors have beej 
obliged to postpone the chapters intended for this Number. They will appear in th 
succeeding Number. ^ 

Harper's Magazine has contained several of the best Serial Novels of Bulwed 
Dickens, Thackeray, Lever, Trollope, Reade, Miss Evans, and Miss Mulock, besidei 
Essays, Tales, and Poems from the foremost American and British writers. 

Historical and Biographical Papers, especially those relating to American subjects 
have formed a distinctive feature of the Magazine. 

The results of the Explorations and Adventures of the most distinguished traveler? 
have been presented in careful abstracts. 

The Editorial Departments comprise, a careful summary of the history of the times, 
with comments upon the current topics of thought and remark. 

Wherever Pictorial Illustrations could add to the value or interest of an article tbev 
have been freely used* The Magazine has contained nearly nine thousand engraving!?^ 

The Magazine gained at once the foremost place among American periodicals ; an<i 
its circulation has for years exceeded, as it now exceeds, that of all other periodicals ot 
its class issued in the United States. No effort or cost will be spared by the Publish^ 
ers to insure that the Magazine shall maintain the position which it has won. ^ 



The Posiasfe Law. 



Harpkb*8 MAOAZtNE is Charged 24 CenUi a year, instead of 30 cents, as heretofore: Postage to be pidd in advance, yearly, 
seml-yearly, or quarterly. — {Section 36.) 

IIabper's Weekly is chained 20 Cents a year, instead of 26 cents, as heretofore : Postage to be paid in advance, ycaxlyj 
semi-yearly, or quarterly. — (Section 35.) 

Harper's Pictorial HistoSy op the Rebellion is charged 2 Cents a number, instead of 3 cents, as heretofore. f Sec- 
tion 36.) 

News Dealers may receive their packages at the same rates pro rata as are paid by subscribers : That is, at the rate of 
20 Cents for 52 copies of the Weekly, and 2 Cents for each copy of the Magazine, and may pay separately for each 
package when received {Section 36.) 

Manuscripts and Proofs passing betn'cen Authors and Publishers are charged as Printed Matter (one half Cenl ptr 
ounce)^ instead of as Letters (6 cents an ounce), as heretofore. — {Sections 24 and 34.) 



The Twenty-Eight Volumes of the Magazine contain matter equivalent to nearli/ three fmndred duode- 
cimo volumes. Most of this is of permanent value. A complete set of the Magazine will therefore be a 
desirable acquisition to any private, public, or school .library. The Publishers will furnish these in 
sets, neatly bound in Cloth, for Two Dollars and Twenty-five Cents per Volume— $f>3 00 for the whole, 
nett Cash, the freight to be paid by the purchaser. The same amount of matter, with an equal number 
of illustrations, issued in ordinary volumes, would cost fully Four Hundred Dollars. Any single vol- 
ume will be sent by mail, post-paid, to any part of the United States, for Three Dollars ; or any singlf 
Number for Twenty-five Cents. 

TERMS.— One Copy for One Year, $3 00 ; Two Copies for One Year, $5 60 ; " Habpeb's Maoazttob*' and **Habticb*4 
Weekly." One Year, $5 50. And an Extra Copy, gratis, for every Club of Tbn Subboeibers, at $2 75 each; or^ 11 Copia 
for $27 50. I 

Clergymen and Teachers supplied at $2 76 a year. The Semi-Anniial Volumes bound in Cloth, $3 00 per volnmtti 
Muslin Covers, 30 cents each, yett: when ordered to be sent by Mail, £ight Cents additional must be remitted for postage. ^ 
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